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Love and DUTY. 


ACE A 


SCENE, a chief ſtreet in the capital of 
Northumberland. 


Enter Edgar and Hermenfred meeting. 
EW ELL met, Hermenfred ! In theſe dang'r- 


ous times 

When vice and tyianny oppreſs a ſtate, 
How pleaſing is it to embiace a friend, 
Yet more, my country's friend! But ah, kind heav'ns, 
What ſettled gloom hangs on your penſive brow 
And ſaddens ev'ry feature? Whence the tear 
That down your cheek involuntary ſteals 
While heaves your breaſt with oft-repeated fighs ? 
What can this ſorrow mean ? 

Herm, Can Edgar aſk 
Why mourns Hermenfred o'er Northumbria's ruin? 
When all our hopes of liberty expire, 
And heav'n too partial to a tyrant's cauſe 
Declares againſt us! When its ſtern decree | 
Wreſts the drawn dagger from the hand of juſtice, 
And unrelenting ſeals a nation's doom ! | 

Edg. Alas, *tis true ! Since that ill-omen'd period 
When our late king the pious Oſwin fell, 
Fell by a ruffian's hand; no day has dawn'd 
But bid our ſorrows flow ! no hour but teem'd - 


Pregnant 
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Pregnant with woes! Theſe twenty years revolv'd 
Have ſeen oppreſſion ſtretch her iron hand 
O' er fam'd „ „ Have ſeen the tyrant 
Smile on our pangs, and A. th unſated rage 
Deluge each province with the native's blood! 

Herm. Vet then, ev'n then, when with inceſſant ſury 
Deſtruction rag'd o'er this devoted land, 
Still liberty ſurviv'd To Mercia's realm 
Conſign'd, ſhe tarried with our lawful prince 
Young Edwin, by ſome pious ſubjeR's care 
Preſerv'd (an infant!) from his father's fate! 
But now, alas, our promis'd joys are o'er, 
Fled is each glorious proſpect, fled the thought 
That ſooth'd the gen'rous patriot's anxious care, 
Or glow'd incentive in the warrior's breaſt ! 
Ev'n the laſt gleam of hope is plung'd in night, 
A — 3 of horror and deſpair! e 

Edg. Juſt heavens ! | 
What mean Hermenfred thoſe miſterious words 
That ominous veil which o'er our future hupes 
Your language ſeems to caſt ? Tho? ſunk and loſt, 
Degraded to a baſe-born tyrant's ſlaves, - 
We are not yet forbid to hope ! Still reigns ; 
Our country here, { ffriking his breaſt] and ev'ry glow- 

ing pulſe 

Beats - Lon for liberty! Three thouſand youths 
Train'd up to arms and well-approv'd in war 
Expect the ſignal and with ardent wiſhes 
Wait but th' arrival of their promis'd prince 
To right their country and avenge themſelves! 

Herm. Edgar, no more | Th' all- ſeeing eye of heav'n 
Hath frown'd upon us, and for ſecret mntives 
Blaſted each righteous ſcheme ! In vain, my friend, 
This gen'rous ardour fires our martial troops, 
And threatens Anfrid ! Of their chief depriv'd 
Soon will this ſhort-liv'd zeal, this ſudden flame 
In cold inaQtion and a languid calm | . 
Extinguiſh'd ſink ! None left, whoſe glorious name 
Or birth might rouſe their tardy ſouls to virtue, 
And crown our enterprize with conqueſt ! 

ht; 52 b. ? This preſaging heart 
What ſays Hermenfred is preſagi 

YE Throbbs 
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Throbbs quick alarms—yet ſure my fears are vain— 
The prince brave Edwin lives ! | 
Herm. Alas, my friend ! 
Th' inexorable hand of fate Yeh ſeal'd 
The hero's eyes! Ev'n now ffom Mercia's realm 
Arriy'd a courier at the court of Anfrid 
And bore th' important tydings to his ear ! 
Through ev'ry ſtreet where reach'd th' affecting news, 
e buſy populace tumultuous crouds, 
g with vain rumours, while the tyrant's ſpies 
Watch ev'ry motion, and with jealous eye 
Obſerve our looks, Where'ere I mov'd along 
I read a filent anguiſh in each face 
Struggling with vain diſguiſe, while deeply mark'd 
Dejection triumph'd o'er the hollow ſmile 
In vain aſſumed to hide an honeſt heart ! 
Edg. Scarce do I breathe to hear thy fatal tale, 
So frequent and ſo ſtrong this bleeding breaſt 
Throbbs with conflicting paſſions ! O Northumbria, 
Now art thou falPn indeed! Methinks theſe walls, 
Theſe haughty tow'rs and heav'n-aſcending fanes 
Shake with approaching ruin, and around 
Tremble yon ramparts on their ſolid baſe ! 
But fay, Hermenfred, this inhuman tyrant—— 
How ſeems he to receive the wiſh'd-for news? 


Herm. With frantic triumph and inſulting tranſport 


He meets the public woe, throws off the maſk, 
And glories in his crimes! While low in duſt 
This city mourns the laſt of Ida's race, 
See where in idle pomp his ſtreamers wave 
And wanton in the wind ! Mark but the pride 
And gaudy blaze of his preſumptuous courtiers, 
Thoſe reptiles whom this news like ſummer's ſun 
Hath wing'd, and from the dunghill where they ſlept 
Invited forth to baſk in favour's ray ! 

Edg. Canſt thou be calm, nor kindle at the fight 
With honeſt rage? Now by yon glorious orb 
My very ſoul's on fire and thirſts for vengeance ! 
Curſe on the coward's heart, who thinks it prudence 
To hide his zeal, nor ſtem the tide alone : 
Who dares not on a dagger reſt his hopes 
And ſtrike one glorious blow ! Rather than groan 
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Beneath the galling bondage ot my chains 

FI! ruth myſelf, diſperſe the tyrant's guards, 

And force my way reſiſtleſs to his heart! 

Herm. I thank thee, , for this honeſt warmth, 

This emanation of a virtuVus ſoul 

That ſwells with loyalty in freedom's cauſe ! 

Forgive me, that trom ſuch a breaſt as thine 
(Guided perhaps by too ſuſpicious caution) 

I have concealed a ſecret of importance 

And tried thy inmoſt thoughts. Know then, my friend, 
Good Aribert, that ever-faithful patriot, 

In concert with ſome chiefs prepares a blow | 
That ſhall with wonder ſtrike the aſtoniſh'd world, 
And hurl proud trea n from her airy ſeat ! 

This night he purpoſes to give it birth, 

And ſummons all his friends to meet iu council, 

Some two hours hence at Oſwin's hallow'd tomb! 
There mean: the patriot to reveal his ſcheme, 

And tuior our revenge! There ſhall my Edzar 
Unboſom all his wrongs, and fire each breaſt 

At once with public and with private rage ! 

Edg. Let me embrace thee for this glorious news ! 

O, my Hermenfred, I am Þ'e't again! 

My twice ten years of ignominious bondage, 

My father's death and ſiſter's injur'd honour, 

My country's wrongs, and all thoſe racking thoughts 
That haunt my very couch and poiſon life, 

Are now forgotten! buried in the hopes 

Of much-defrauded vengeance! Yes, proud Anfrid, 
Yet ſhalt thou feel my = O bow I long 

And pant impatient for th' enſanguin'd field, 

There 'midſt th' alarms and horrors of the war 
Boldly to front his pride, in virtue's cauſe, 


And wear defiance on my creſted brow ! [Exeunt.] | 


[Scene changes to magnificent gardens, with 
a diftant view of the royal palace. 
Enter Ethelinda and Albina. 


Ethelin. Enough, Albina—I confeſs my weakneſs ! 
Chide me no more then! Till this hapleſs morn 1 
ve 
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Tve laugh'd at ſuperſtition's idle fears, 
And ſcorn'd the groundleſs fancies of the brain! 
But ſuch a dream l can't o'ercome the thought 
Something of terror hangs upgn my ſpirits, 
Affects my trembling frame e chills my blood 
Forcing th' unbidden tear! Süre 'tis a preſage, 
A friendly warning from the prophetic foul, 
Of ſome event, Toon dread impending woe 
Yet lab'ring in the pregnant womb of fate ! 
Alb. Madam, it grieves me to behold you thus 
A prey to ev'ry viſionary fear 
That fancy pictures, ev'n at this joyful moment 
When fortune crowns your royal Ather wiſhes, 
And kings themſelves are number d mongſt your ſlaves! 


Nay more, when he, the wonder of the age 


And Albion's pride, the virtuous gallant Oſmond 
With tend'reſt conſtancy of love aderes you! 
Ethelin. Alas, Albina, tis from that very love 
That love ſo dear all my alarms ariſe! 
This dreadful viſion that ftill haunts my ſoul, 
I fear, portends——Ah me, that thought is death! 
Yet ſure if ought of faith to dreams be due, 
Some danger menaces, or me, or him, 
Whoſe ſafety's far, far dearer than my own! 
Alb. Permit me, madam, to fay, theſe fears of yours 
Serve but to tempt the awful pow'rs above ! 
Tis ſurely wrong when their indulgence courts you, 
To meet its choiceſt bleſſings with dejection, 
And thus anticipate affliftion's hour! 
Let me intreat you then to tuin your thoughts 


On gentler ſubjects ] See, prince Oſmond's here! 


Ethelin. He comes, my hero comes to calm my fears 

And baniſh ev'ry care! At his approach 

The ſtorm of grief ſubſides within my breaſt— 

My Oſmond ! | [Enter Oſmond. ] 
O/m. My Ethelinda ! O my fair 

Am I once more then ſuffer'd to behold thee, 

Once more, delightful thought! to call thee mine, 

And pour my ſoul in raptures at thy feet! 

O bliſs! O ecſtacy beyond exprefſion! _ 

Unfelt, unfancied, but by thoſe that love! 

Let my heart ſpeak in ev'ry glowing look __ 
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What my tongue labours to declare, in vain, 
Poor *midft a thouſand, thouſand ſentiments 
Of gratitude, of love, of trueſt paſſion ! 
How's this! in tears! I cannot bear the ſight ! 
The ſoft infection ſteals jon theſe eyes 
And melts me into wo ! 

Ethelin. O, my Oſmond, 
Pardon the weakneſs of a love-ſick mind 
That even midſt its higheſt joys alarm'd 
Trembles at bliſs, the ſlave of wayward fancy! 
Your flow of tenderneſs, your ſudden rapture 
Seem ominous—and look as fate yy 


An unexpected parting——W hence this damp 
Steals on my heart, I know not—Yet I feel 
My fears redouble! 


Oſm. Fears? what fears, my love? 
Are we not circled round with pureſt joys, 
And ſmiling proſpects op'ning bright before us? 
Felicity ! delighttul port ! in view ! 
Soft fav'ring gales, and calm expanded ſeas, 
While virtue, trueſt pilot, guides the helm ! 
What can that breaſt where innocence reſides, 
i What can my Ethelinda fear ? O'er minds 
it So pure as thine, commiſſion'd Seraphs watch, 
1 And calm each anxious doubt; ev'n at the moment 
When ſleep enamour'd lulls thee in his arms, 
| They flutter *round thy couch, compoſe each thought, 
| And ſhed bright peace on ev'ry golden viſion ! 
Ethelin. How ſoft your ſpeech flows on my raviſh'd 
ear, 
And almoſt charms my very griefs away! 
Yet know, you flatter, Oſmond! Heav'n, alas, 
Sees not with Oſmond's eyes, nor 72 to crown 
With ſoothing peace his Ethelinda's ſlumbers ! 
Hear whence my terrors ſpring ; then only judge 
If ſuch a ſfight——but I forget you liſten 
Methought (as ſunk in deep repoſe I lay,) | 
With thee in yonder well-known walk I ſtray'd, 
Wrapt in the pleaſing theme of virtuous love! 
Sudden the ſky grew dark, and thunder roll'd ! 
When with a groan—— 


- All pale and ghaſtly with disfig'ring wounds 


— uæ — 
—— Ee re nn — — 
- 
a — a . 


The 


LOVE and DUTY. _— 
The form of Oſwin, our late bapleſs king, 
Ruſh'd from that myrtle bow'r, and with ſtrange force 
Tore me, in vain reluQant ! from thy arms, 
Weeping and calling on my Qſmond's name 
But what inſued, kind heavy, Inſtead of aiding me 
You frown'd upon me, drew your ſhining poyniard 
And Plung'd it in my breaſt! The ſudden pain 
Burſt the weak bonds of ſleep ! Starting, I woke 
And roſe—but not to quiet Still my mind 
Acted the ſcene and all its horrors o'er, 
Still gleam'd the ſword in my affrighted eye 
Whilſt with foreboding thought | 

O/m, No more, my love 
Theſe fears are ſure injurious to my honour ; 
Can Oſmond, think you 

Ethelin. No, miſtake me not; | 
I dare confide in Oſmond's well-known truth ! 
No doubt from thence wounds Ethelinda's peace ! 
But yet, I know, O my prophetic ſoul ! 
That cruel fate prepares ſome dreadful blow; 
Some unexpected ſtroke to pierce our hearts! 
Perhaps—eternal abſence ! | | 
O/m. Heav'n forbid ! 


| Abſence! that ſingle evil ſhocks me more 


Than all th' aſſembled woes that mortals dread, 


| Sickneſs and poverty, chains, tortures, death! 


To raiſe us bove the malice of our fate; 
Conſent, my charmer, that this very day 


' Behold us join'd in hymen's golden tye ! 


Ethelin, Alas, my lord, your paſſion blinds your 
judgment, . | 

Nor weighs what it requeſts ; remember, fir, 

I have a father, and remember too, 

A father's rights are ſacred ! Love, indeed, 

(Nor need I bluſh to own fo pure a flame!) 

Has giv'n to Oſmond Ethelinda's heart, 


But tis from Anfrid he muſt hope her hand! 


O/m. Nor aſk I more — O, thou angelic fair, 
How does each hour to my fond raptur'd eye 
Diſplay thy worth ard raiſe thee in thy charms ! 
Heav'n make me worthy of ſo great « treaſure ! 
Teach me to emulate thy wondrous virtues, 
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To riſe above my nature, till like thee, 
With ſacred flame refin'd, my ſoul retains 
Nothing of human but its earthly ſhrine ! 
O, Ethelinda, this auſpicjous = . 
Has crown d my warmeſt Wiſhes! Thy conſent 
Alone was wanting to enſdte my bliſs ! 
Anfrid's I fear not 
Ethelin. Heav'n confirm your hope ! 
Yet much I fear ambition clouds his reaſon, 
And ſets my Oſmond in no pleaſing light! 
Your father, virtuous Aribert's adherence 
And faith unſhaken to the late old king, 
Your noted valour and. your noble birth, 
Have ſtood between you and the love of Anfrid! 
Tis true, in outward ſhew he bears you kindneſs, 
And ſeems; to prize your virtue but this conduct 
Caution, perhaps, inſpires ! 
O/m. You wrong him much! 
Indeed you do! There's not a thought of his 
But he dares truſt to Oſmond's faithful love 
He thinks, he knows me loyal! Since the fall 
Of the late royal houſe, its race extinct, 
have devoted this my arm and heart 
To the firm ſervice of thy father's cauſe. 
Then doubt not my ſucceſs——T go, my fair, 
This moment to reveal my virtuous paſſion, - 
And from thy father's lips receive my doom! [Exit.] 
Ethelin, Go, and thy guardian angel watch thy ſteps! 
Go, and bear with thee Fthelinda's prayers 
And tend'reſt wiſhes O may the pow'rs benign 
That ſmile on virtue, pour their choiceſt bleſſings 
Upon my Oſmond's head——But if the malice 
Of angry fate this earneſt prayer denies, 
To me alone, ye gods, your wrath confine, 
Here point your light nings, and your willing victim 
Shall with her lateff breath applaud the ſtroke. 
[Exeunt Ethelinda and Albina. ] 


SCENE, the flreet, Emer Atibett. 


Ari. How prone are mortals ever to believe 
What flatters their deſires! The ſligheſt trifles 
Riſe into, proofs, and realize the viſions 
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Of paſſion heated by imagination 
Suſpicion ſleeps herſelf! Ev'n ſo this tyrant 
LulPd in ſecurity's deceitful lap, 
Gives lying fame belief, andffondly dreams 

That royal Edwin is no more! Vain hope! 

Rais'd by my art to ſhut his eyes on ruin ! 

* Hark ! thoſe wild ſtrains, that martial muſic ſpeaks 
His mad extravagance of impious joy ! 

+ Again! Tis well Smile on deluded tyrant ! 
Riot in fancy'd bliſs ! Frail, ſhort-liv'd triumph ! 
Heav'n's hand, ev'n now in myſtic characters, 

Is writing of thy doom! Tis mark'd in blood, 

And vengeance, midſt her awful records, hangs 
The dreadful ſcroll! Then, Aribert, be firm 


And further its high will! Auſpicious hours, i 

Swifter than thought, oh! wing your rapid courſe, 3 
And bring the long · expected awful moment * 
Big with a nation's freedom, with the fcheme b 


Ot twenty rolling years! So long this breaſt 
Has labour'd to complete its arduous work, 
Amidſt the ruins of a falling empire; 
T' erect anew the pile of legal pow'r, 
Th' immortal ſtructure of our liberty 
Ha! Oſmecnd ! Tis as Iwiſh'd Now to atchieve 
What yet remains. [Enter Oſmond, ] 
Oſmond, draw near my ſon! 
If e'er your ſoul of virtue's charms enamour'd 
Took hre at heating of heroic deeds, 
Now is the time t approve your inbred worth, 
To ſnatch her laurel from the hand of fame, 
And ſhine the great deliv'cer of your country ! 
Oſm. [Aſide.] What can this preface mean ! Some 
dreadful truth, 
Something of moment ſwells within his breaſt ! 
I tremble ere I hear Dread, fir, proceed ! 
Ari. Oft haſt thou heard, with indignation heard 
The ſtory of our woes, the guilty tale | q 
Of proud rebellion trampling on the laws, 4 
Of treaſon's conqueſt, god- like chiefs enſlav d, 1 
Shrines overthrown,and martyr'd majeſty ! 
B 2 
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I've mark'd with what a tide of honeſt zeal | 
Thy gen'rous breaſt has ſwell'd ! while yet my tongue 
Trac'd the dire ſeries of unnatural crimes ; 

Sudden thou'dſt ſtart, ang with an angry frown, 

Graſp firm thy ſword, y aloud, ** Revenge, 
Revenge and liberty!“ Theſe words, my fon—— 


But how ! What means this coldneſs! 'Thou appear'ſt 
Abſorb'd in deepeſt thought ! | 


O/m. Pardon me, ſir, 
Tm all attention, ſtill as the ſummer ſea 
When net a bieath flies o'er the fleepy wave! [ance 
Ari. Then mark my ſpeech ! At length celeſtial venge- 
(That long has ſlumbered,) wakes in ten-fold rage 
To hurl her bolts upon the tyrant's head ! 
This night he bleeds! Nay more, thy happy hand 
Is deſtin d for the deed! Heav'ns ! you look pale 
And ſeem reluQtant ! Am I then deceiv'd ? 
Art thou not Oſmond ? He, whoſe noble zeal 
Oft wiſh'd, oft panted, flam'd for ſuch occaſion ! 
O/m, Sir, you miſtake the cauſe of my emotion 


My zeal is ſtill the ſame, and burns as fiercely 


When honour points the way! Demands my country 
This ſword againſt her foes! Tis inſtant drawn! 
Does ſhe require my life? dear as it may be, 

Freely I yield ii but to turn aſſaſin, 

To hice my poinard with the maſque of night, 

And ſteal a conqueſt from a ſlee ping foe ! 

This I cartdo——It ſhocks my nature, fir, 


And what I muſt deny, you will not aſk! 


Ari. Oimond, you weigh not with impartial thought 
The nature of the deed ! What if by chance 
I ſhou'd ſurptize ſome monſter, fce to man, 
Buried in ſleep, whoſe ſtrength tranſcends my own, 
Say, ſhou'd I not embrace the fit occaſion 
To rid mankind of this envenom'd peſt ? 
Or wou'dit thou have me rouſe it ſrom its ſleep, 
And raſhly dare it in unequal combat? 
In ſuch a light we ſhou'd behold this Anfrid! 
For know, my ſon, a tyrant is a monſter 
That tramples on the ſacred rights of man, 
Degrades his nature, awful and auguſt, 
With the rude ſtamp of baſe ſervility, 


ht 
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And robbing him of heav'ns firſt, beſt of gifts, 


Wars on his nobler part, he free-born ſoul ! 
Oſm. I grant that rigid yuſtice muſt condemn him! 


Alas, who's faultleſs in her piercing eye! 


Yet mercy, gentle mercy can alledge 
A thouſand reaſons in behalf of Anfrid— 
Can mention—lI confeſs his crimes are great, 


Unworthy of your grace—Yet—is he not | Breaks off 


in ſeeming con fuſion.] 
Ari. Is he not what, young man! 
O/m. Ethelinda's father! 
Ha! what have I ſaid! [In great diſorder.] 
Ari. What halt thou faid indeed ! 


Ethelinda's father! [de.] How my heart miſgives me ! 
What virtue, tell me, can thoſe words include, 
That they ſhou'd plead with Oſmond for a tyrant, 
And ſanctifie his vices ? 
O/ſm. Excuſe me, fir——— 
I only meant {was but a vain com 
The princeſs, fir, has virtues which might melt 
Ev'n Anfrid's foes, and half diſarm their rage! 
Ari. Virtues in her? Away, by heav'n thou rav'ſt! 
What virtues can a tyrant's daughter boaſt ? 
Oſm. Oh, ſhe is all perfection! All that heav'n 
In its indulgence ever meant for man 
And laviſh'd on her ſex! In ev'ry look, 
In ev'ry feature meekneſs fits enthron'd, 
And mild compaſlion beams her ſofteſt ſmile! 
Such angel purity, ſuch ſaint- like innocence 
As ſpeak her half-divine, and ſhed new grace 
O'er nature's lovlieſt form 
Ari, Theſe raptures, Oſmond, 
This wanton ſtrain in Ethelinda's praiſe 
Speak pity very ſtrong !- Say, rather love ! 
Nay, think not to deny it! Your confuſion, 
Your timid bluſhes and your dowu-caſt looks. 
All, all betray the ſecret of your ſoul! 
You love this Ethelinda ! 
O/m. Nay. then, off diſguiſe ! 
The ſoul of Oſmond ſhou'd not bluſh to own: 
Its love of virtue in her brighteſt form ! 
A love ſo pure, that yon bleſt hoſt of heav n 
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Muſt ſmile upon it, and the all- ſeeing eye 

Regard well pleas d! Ves, QU{mond owns his love! 
Owns he adores the fair, th Inchanting maid, 
Owns Ethelinda miſtreſs of his fate ! 

Ari. Doft thou then glory that thou art a flave ? 
O fall from honour and the noble ſenſe 
Of virtuous ſhame! To drag a woman's chatn 
Ingloriouſly obſcure! to waſte thy youth 
In idle blandiſhments of love at home, 

Far from the war and fame's illuſtrious field ! 
Degenerate boy ! Stain to thy gallant anceſtors ! 
That ever ſcorn'd to mingle with the blood 

Of tyrants and deſtroyers of their country 

Howe ler uprais'd ! Yet know, miſtaken youth! 
In vain you think to wed this Anfrid's daughter ! 
She never can be thine ! 

O/m. Impoſſible! 
No pow'r on earth can e&er divide our hearts ! 

Ari. Mark me, young man ! High heav'n's ſuperior will 
That wrapt in awful wiſdom's circling maze | 
Lavghs at the fond deluding hopes of man 
Has plac'd a bar twixt thee and Ethelinda ! 

Firm and immutable as nature's laws, 
Divorce eternal of your guilty loves! 
To blaſt at once thy mad preſumptuous hopes, 
To ſtrike thee with confuſion, ſhame and horror; 
Thou ar. Prince Edwin! 

O/m. How ! Edwin! ſaidſt thou ! 


\ 


Ari. Yes, thou art he! thou art, thou art my king! 


Northumbria's prince, the laſt ſurviving hope 
Of Ida's ſacred race! heir to the throne, 
And virtues of thy heav'n-ſprung anceſtors ! 


Ed. Amazement, doubt, and grief at once poſſeſs me! : 


If Jam he, (— and that I am, this horror 
This throbbing of my pulſe wou'd ſeem to fay !) 

There's not a wretch beneath yon golden light, 

Tio' gall'd and groaning in affliction's chain, 

Burt's bleſt compar'd with me—The very thought 
Is torture—is diſtraction !—Hear me, fir, 

In mercy hear me O yet recall my doom 


And be my father ſtill! 
Ari, 


Say that theſe fears are vain! ſay that Iam Gy 
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Ari. Thy father ? Ves | | 
Still ſhalt thou prove my care ! I have a claim l 
Moꝛe tender than a father's to thy love! | 
8 thouſand deareſt ties have made me thine ! 4 
all am I Ambert, tho' thou art Edwin! | | 
Aribert, he to whoſe protecting arms | 
Thy hapleſs father with a laſt embrace, 
Bequeath'd his infant fon! In thee Tve rear'd 
The great Avenger of his father's wrongs, 
The Thunderbolt that blaſts this tyrant's pride, 
The promis d Saviour of his native land! 
; = vu wilt thou grace me with thoſe flatt'ring 
titles 
They ſuit not with awretch ! O fortune, fortune! 
Whilſt others, lab'ring with miſtaken woes, 
Survey and own the goddeſs in thy frowns, 
'1 know thee well! ſevereſt in thy ſmiles, 
And fatal, O how fatal! in thy gifts! | 
They have deftroy'd my bliſs! Deſtroy'd it? Heav'ns! 
Muſt I then tear her image from my heart ? 
Burſt the ſtrong ties that bind me down to life ! 
And ſign myſelf my doom! No—Periſh crowns, 
Empires and worlds ! Ambition, fame, revenge ! 
*Periſh all thoughts but thoſe of endleſs love, 
Of virtue, Ethelinda! Yes, I will go, 
Will throw me at her feet, forget my woes, 
Breathe out my ſoul in rapturous vows of love, 
And waſte whole ages in one heart-felt extaſy ! 
Ari, Tis well tis well—— 
Go—haſte thee, ſeek out this impious tyrant, 
Fall at his feet, and kiſs thoſe murd'ring hands 
Yet reeking in a father's hailow'd blood ! 
Fly, his protector, ſeat him in Thy throne, 
And thence adore him ! Glut his accurſt revenge, 
With all the lives and fortunes of thy friends, 
Nor ſpare this aged head ! Let not theſe hairs, 
Theſe hoary hairs put in a claim for ſafety, 
- | Theſe hairs, which elſe grief's ſlow-conſuming hand 
Muſt bring with ſhame, with anguiſh to the grave! 
Why has old Aribert ſo long ſurviv'd | 
His country's fall, and ſigh d beneath his chains? 


Why has he wept ſo long a martyr'd king, 
— 825 * " Endur'd 
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And ſue—ar leaſt for pity !—Qh, Atibert, 


Qnconſous of my wretched, orphan'd ſtarfe. 5 


Take, guide me, bear me to emb:ace my fate! 
Tis great to bleed in ſuch a glorious cauſe! 


| 4 
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Endur d the fight, and ſluggled with his woe? 
Ingrateful, Gen dl tell . t nat for thee, 
For thee he ſuffer d) to watch o er thy fate. 
And ſhield thee from a tyrant's lawleſs ragę, 
To form thee for a throne, to train thy. youth 
To deeds 4 glory, and with pious Care | | 
Cheriſh each tender bud of ,orient virtue? +1 7 
Edw. Enough — enough — Thou injur'd, beſt of 
friends! ; . 


* 


% 
was VI 


No more I rave, no more grief s whirlwind tears me; 
But low, thus low upon my knees I bend, 


If e'er * lov'd me with a father's fondneſs, 
If Cer I call'd you by that tender name, 


each me ſome way, ſame way, to thun theſe horrors, | 
And in my own procure my country's pence.) 5 Al: 1:-14Þ 
Ari. Riſe, riſe, my prince f I bluſh to ſee this weakneſs! {| 
O where's that conſtaney Lonce admit d, 
That love of virtue, which on wings of fire - 
Still bore thee ardent far, thy country's good ? 
Is emulation then within my. breaſt -- 
Extinguiſh'd quite? 9 — 
Heroes and Chiefs, that thro! dread obſtacles, s, 
Thro' toils and danger, priſons, wracks and. death, ; 
Have foar'd to gloty s height? And doſt thou fart 
At fancy'd ills, mere creatures of the hrain, 
And love-fick phrenzy ? Stop in thy mid career 
To fame eternal, .tho' thy country calls,  » 
Calls with a voice that from their macble iombs 
(Like the laſt trump,) might rouſe her ſleeping ſons, 
And animate with life their ſculptur'd: forms! ll 
Ed. By heav'ns, I hear hei—and. hia;hexting break 
Swells raptur d at the found !—Each glowing nerve 
New-brac'd with vigour owns her potent touch! 
Virtue! I'm wholly thine! O Aribert! 


Ari. There ſpoke thy father! There the Heroe ſhone! 
Thou brave young man! forgive me, if my zeal 1 
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Chided ere now the ſallies of thy love, 
Or ſeem'd to doubt the greatneſs of thy ſoul ! 
Behold this picture] view it with attention! 
Say, doſt thou know whom ig theſe lively colours 
The painter's ſkill deſign d? 
Edu. In vain, my father, 
I gaze ſuſpended on the pleaſing portrait! 
It ſhadows out a face I know not! yet methinks 
I feel delight foft-thrilling in my frame, 
Some unknown tranſport as my eager eyes 
Fang fix d upon it ! 
Ari. Pray, obſerve it well! 
Mark there the piercing lightning of that eye! 
Wich what a majeſty of conſcious worth 
11 ſparkles, yet with candour's ſoft ning beam 
Lempers the noble fire! Each god-like feature 
em big with lite and wears the awful ſtamp 
Of evry virtue, ev'ry mental grace 
That crowns man's brighter part, the ſoul! divine 
„ Such was thy father once! So look'd the monarch ! 
With ſuch a treaſure of celeſtial virtues 
He ſway'd an happy realm, and bleſt a nation! 
Oh let me drop a tear, one virtuous tear 
In tribute to his ſacred memory 
And while retird in ſorrow's penſive ſhade 
I muſe upon his loſs, O let my age 
With tranſport ſee, ere yet it yields to fate, 
His worth, his goodneſs bloſſom in thy youth, 


2. 


And all thy father live again in thee ! [Exit.] 
Edw. ſolus. Kind good old man! With what a min- 
_ gled burſt | 


Of joy and ſorrow, tenderneſs and pity 
He fondly dwelt upon my father's praiſe! 
He's mov'd me much! and ſhall a ſtranger's love 
ifs | Upbraid the coldneſs of a ſon's affection? 
1, | Shall he diſplay a grief that ſhou'd be mine, 
R | While meaner paſſions thus uſurp my heart, 
And nature, unregarded, pleads in vain ? 
Ah no! I feel true duty waking here 
And riſing to my eyes! I'll go, and pour 
344 | This tide of ſorrow o'er my father's tomb, 
And quench in tears a moit unhallow'd flame 


e! Look 
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But hark! the vaulted ile betrays the ſtep 
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Look down propitious, O ye pow'rs above! 

And ſee me combat with my guilty love ! 

In that dread conflict arm my yielding heart! 

Teach me at once the ſon ind heroe's part! 

And while your ſuppliant from himſelf ye ſave, 

Oh make him worthy of that crown ye gave! [Exit.] 


Exp of the firſt Acr. | 
CCC 
ACT. 


SCENE, the inſide of a temple, with the 
tombs of the Northumbrian Kings. 


Enter Aribert. 
Ari. E marble ſhrines, where grac'd with ſolemn 
pomp, | 
The hallow'd reliques of Northumbria's kings 


And heav'n-ſprung heroes ſleep! Say, whence this awe 
That ſteals upon my breaſt, as ſad, I move 
Thro' theſe dim cloifter'd iſles and ſilent walks 


Of penfive forrow ? Whence this elevation 


That runs thro' ev'ry thought, and kindles up 


A more than mortal energy of ſoul! 


Tis not in urns or ſtatues, ſable plumes, 
Pale lamps that glimmer thro' the duſky vault, 
And marbles weeping o'e1 the pride of kings; 


Tis not in all the vain parade of death, 


All the ſad pomp and terrors of the grave, 

To breathe this chaſte, yet firm, hexoic ardour, 
This ſadneſs that delights! No, tis the ſoul 
That muſing on the virtues here entomb'd, 
(Itfelf inſtinct with fiery ſeeds of worth !) 

Swift at the touch of emulation's torch 
Catches the flame divine ! big with their fame, 
Admires at once and venerates the dead ! 

Aw'd, yet exalted ! ſoften'd, yet confirm'd ! 
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Of ſome one moviag this way ! Soft—tis they ! 
This anſwers to my wiſh ! 

Enter Hermenfied, Edgar, Cc. 
O welcome friends ! 
Welcome ye choſen few ! wftoſe ger'rous minds 
Diſdain th' infection of theſe baſer times 
Welcome once more to this affecting ſcene ! 
This ſilent manſion of the mighty dead, 
Where exil'd freedom oft at ev'ning's cloſe 
Retires to weep Oer ev'ry honoui'd urn! % 
Nor think ye fit alone! Unſeen the ſpirits 
Of heroes, chiefs, and heav'n-anointed kings 
Aſſiſt your councils, and in god-like ſynod 
Mix the bright glories of ts — heav'n ! 
But whence, my friends, this air of deep dejeCtion ? 
What ! do you droop then ! 

Herm. Have we not cauſe alas! 


When Edwin, he, upon whoſe ſacred life 


Hung all our | parry. hopes of juſt revenge, 
Lies number'd with the dead! O did our king 
But live to bleſs our zeal, each honeſt heart 
Wou'd find a ſword, and ev'ry loyal ſub ect 
Beneath the royal banner greatly conquer 

Or greatly die! 

Ari. If then ſome pow'r divine 
Shou'd wake the dead, and to your longing arme 
Reſtore your prince, ſay wou'd ye nobly dare 
To fall a glorious ſacrifice to Loerty ! 

Wou'd ye thro' chains and priſons, racks and tortures, 
Approve your faith and conſtancy unſhaken, 
Ere ye'd betray his cauſe ? 

Omnes, We wou'd by heav'n! 

Ari, Then be it mine to calm each anxious fear 
And bid your hopes revive ! Know, that your king 
Yet lives, nay more, within theſe very walls 
This moment meditates a great revenge! 

Edg. Amazement! Can it be! Mock not thy friends 
With a falſe joy ! 

Ari. Now by the hallow'd duft 
Theſe tombs enſhrine, your wiſh'd for monarch lives, 
But lives to me alone] Ye ſeem amaz'd ! 

Then hear and wonder more.—Full ſixteen years, | 
Heav'n's 


(Heav'n's ſacred charge) the royal youth has breath'd 


His native air ev'n in the tyrant's court! 
Unknown, yet known to all, hid from himſelf, 
And conſcicus only of a regal mind! 
To ſeal ſuſpicion's eye, my prudent zeal 
Amus d the tyrant till with vain reports 
From Mercis s realm, till with revolving years 
Occaſion ſmiles and bids me truſt my hopes 
To heav'n and you !—but firſt to blind the uſurper, 
I ſpread induſtrious the late mournful news, 
And caus'd a ſeeming courier to arrive | 
With the feign'd tydings of prince Edwin's death! 
To ſatisſy all doubt and prove my truth, 
Behold the royal ſignet! view it well; 
And know that Oſwin, our late king entruſted 
Wich this, his ſon, young Edwin to my care! 
Herm. Bleſt ſight! then fortune yet may ſmile upon us, 
And uſurpation fall before the ſword 
Of legal pow'r ! 
Ari. It muſt, it ſhall, Hermenfred ! 
Hear me yet more—This very morn I ſeirz d 
A lucky moment to reveal his birth 
And glorious hopes to Edwin ! but oh heav'n ! 
What did I feel, when with dejected brow 
He coldly liſten'd to th' important tale ! 
Too ſoon I found that love, pernicious love, 
Had ſunk the noble ardour of his ſoul! 
But when, preſs d to coffſoſs the fair he lov'd, 
His trembling lips form'd Ethelinda's name 
How bled my boſom ! Witneſs all ye pow'rs 
With what a zeal I combated his paſſion ! 
And almoſt won him to embrace his duty ! | 
Edg. Thou beſt of men! thou father of thy country! 
But ſay, brave Aribert, how has our king ſo long 
Eſcap'd the ſearching glances of his friends | 
What name long-veiling awful majeſty 
Shrouded his blaze of virtues ! 
Ari, Oſmond ! that, 
That humble title from his friends conceal'd 
A ſov'reign, worthy of the throne he heirs ! 
Yes, let me boaſt it with a virtuous price, 
My cares, my prudeat leſſons of his youth p 
re 
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Are well rewarded in his op'ning worth! 
And tis witIf pleaſure I reſign my charge 
Ceo. O haſte !] conduct us to his facred preſence ! 
Check not our zeal ! ſpeak hen and tell us, where, 
Where is our monarch ? 
Ari, Oe' er his father's tomb 

Ev'n now reclin'd with pious tears he mourns 

And combats with himſelf, —His wav'ring breaſt 

Now glows with vengeance—and now melts with love! 

Again, kind pity calls the ſylver dews 

Faſt ſtreaming from his eyes! In lively colours 

Paints the fad horrors of a father's fate, 

A murder'd king! and with her kindling touch 

Wakes all the fon within the heroe's ſoul ! 

But ſoft, he comes !—Irreſolution yet 

Seems ſtrongly painted in each varying feature! 

Thoſe folded arms, thoſe eyes bent on the earth, 

Or wildly rais'd with ſudden look to heav'n, 

Betray the inward confli of his mind ! 

Let's note him unobſe v'd——T his way, my friends! 
[They withdraw to one fide of the ſtage.] 


Enter Edwin. 


Edw. O what a wretched ſtate, how full of horror, 
When reaſon at a loſs reſigns the helm, 
And reſolution veers betwen the breath 
Of fierce contending paſſions! Tis a torture 
Severer than the damn'd themſelves endure, 
And J am curs'd to feel it! O for one ray 
To dawn amidſt this chaos of the mind, 
And thro' the raging tumult of the waves 
Guide me to port. This dumb yet moving orator * 
Seems to upbraid my (till reluctant will, 
And awes my guilty love ! Methinks his eye 
Indignant frowns on his degen'rate ſon, 
And conſcious of ſuperior virtue's pow'r, 
Beams with redoubled majeſty ! O heav'ns ! 
Am] ſo fteel'd ”gainſt nature's tend'reſt ſprings ; 
So loſt to virtue, that this coward heart 
Admits one pauſe, nor inſtant at the call 


C Of 
* Lovking on his father's piture. 
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Of filial love I ruſh upon revenge, 

And wing deſtruction on the tyrant's head!“ 

It muſt be ſo—and the dread: ſtruggles o'er ! 

O thou dear image of a maztyr'd ſaint, 

As to my boſom cloſe I fold thee thus, “ 

So let thy memory poſſeſs my ſoul, 

And fire to vengeance ev'ry ſofter thought 

With ſacred impulſe! Thou, all- ſeeing Jove, 

If injur'd majeſty can claim your care, 

If filial duty to yon ſtarry thrones 

In grateful incenſe wafts a ſuppliant's prayer, 

Aid my reſolves! oh give me to avenge 

A nation's bleeding wrongs, and ſhine confeſt 

At once the heroe, monarch and the ſon ! | 

My friends and Aribert ! [Seeing them.] 
Ari. Behold your king ! 
Omnes. Hail, royal leader of the Saxon line! 
Edw. Riſe Aribert! riſe all my faithful ſubjeQs ! 

From this auſpicious moment I but breathe 

To ſerve my country! Take me then, my friends! 

Direct me how to act! I ſtand prepar'd 

In ſuch a cauſe for ev'ry turn of fortune ! 

Conqueſt or death ! chains or a glorious crown ! 

. Ari. Then liſten, friends, and you, my gracious ſo- 
v'reign ! 

The tyrant even now prolongs the banquet, 

And with his courtiers emulouſly riots 

In wild debauch ! This night I've therefore choſe 

To execute the ſcheme of twenty years 

And give deſtruction way! By midnight's ſtroke 

Three thouſand troops with ſecret march arrive 

At the great ſquare that fronts the royal temple ! 

Theſe we'll divide Part with the brave Hermenfred 

Shall ſeize the city gates, and poſting guards there, 

Attack the citade The reſt, my Prince, 

Headed by you, ſhall ſeek the Tyrant's palace, 

And there encloſe the monſter ! 0 may Woden 

Propitious ſmile upon the great deſign 

And guide your dagger to the heart of Anfrid ! 

That blow, that happy blow reſtores our peace, 
Relieves 


* Putting up the PiQure, 
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Relieves from tyranny a groaning world, 

And gives fair juſtice and the laws to reign! 2 
Ewd. Tis done! This night the fell . dies! 

He dies! and with his blogd ſhall calm the ſhade 

Of a dear injur'd parent ! O my friends, | 

Join in the ſolemn vow the gods inſpire, 

And bend your knees before their dreaded throne ! 

By yonder ſun, whoſe broad effulgence lights 

This world with day, and his pale fiſter's beams, 

By the bright gems that ſtud night's dewy mantle ! 

By Woden's hre-wing'd ſteeds and ſanguine carr, 

We ſwear revenge ! | 

Omnes, We ſwear! 

Edaw, Ye unſeen ſpirits * 
That heav'n-commiſſion'd watch this empire's fate! | 
And you, renown'd firſt founders of my race | 
Illuſtrious ſhades, hear from theſe marble tombs, 
Ana oh record in never-dying characters : 
Our firm heroic vow ! Inſpire us ſtill 4 
With cool, date, yet active, martial courage, | | 
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Revenge in ſilence brooding o'er its wrongs, 
And tieſolution, ſuch as ſteels the heart 
Of generous patriots, and exalts their thoughts 
Above the common towrings of the ſou] ! 
Nor this alone vouchſafe, but when the hour 
Of juſtice is at hand, conduct our ſteps 
Unhear'd, unnotic'd to the tyrant's couch |! 
Let double darkneſs, and à night like death | 
Sit heavy on his ſleep! Let him aut wake, 4 
Sate to behold the horrors of his fate, | 
To learn he dies the victim of this ſword 
And heav'n's tremendous wrath! This and I'm bleſt! 
In tears, my Aribert? Juſt pow'rs ! what cauſe—— 

Ari, Pardon, my liege, an old man's fooliſh weakneſs ! 
Theſe tears, are tears of mingled joy and ſorrow ; 
Conflicting in my breaſt! Twas on this day, 
This very day, (oh painful recolleQtion?) 
The good old king reſign'd thee to my care 
With ſtricteſt charge! Methinks I ſee him now 
Faſt weeping o'er thy cradled innocence 
In bittereſt woe ! Methinks his moving words 
Yet ſound within my ears ! | 


C 2 Eda. 


22 ETHELINDA: Ox, 


Edw. His words? oh tell me! 
Tell me what faid the pious king at parting, 
What fond inſtructions ! what laſt dying counſels 
A father gave thee for my Ciſing youth, | 
That I may lay them up within my heart 
As choĩceſt treaſure, as a legacy 
More precious than the crown his love bequeath'd ! 
Ari. Then hear a tale will call for all thy tears 
Amidft the horrors of a cruel fie 
Thy mother gave thee to the world! and ſunk 
Beneath the mingled throes of grief and labour 
Untimely to the tomb ! Scarce had thy father 
Dried up the tears that ſuch a loſs requir'd, 
When lo! new ſorrows riſe ! His faithfnl ſubjeQs 
Collecting all their force in one laſt effort 
Defeated ! All his hopes expir'd ! This Anfrid 
Preſſing the city with a cloſer ſiege, 
And famine raging thro? her deſart ftreets | 
Edw. Alas my country ! 
Ari. Overcome at length, 
His great heart yeilded to embrace his fate, 
Yeilded ! O noble proof of kingly love! 
To ſpare his ſubjects blood and end their woes 
Vet, ere he open'd to the foes his gates 
He ſent for me, confiding in my love | 
Oft try'd, and having brought me to the cradle 
Where peaceful ſlumber lull d thy little frame 
Unconſcious of his woes! Yyith a deep ſigh 
He graſp'd my hand a7 cry'd, © At length, my Aribert, 
I ceaſe do ſtruggle with the will of heav'n | 
& And meet my doom reſign'd! But oh, my child 
„% Muſt my poor infant bleed ? ſhall I not try 
* To fave him from the ſtorin that wrecks his father, 
«© And guard that life I gave | 
perhaps, (O yet confirm this hope kind pow'rs!) 
perhaps your mercy will reſerve this babe 
To prove the glorious inſtrument of peace 
« Ard freedom to my dear unhappy country ! 
„Fly then, my friend, fly with this precious charge 
* While with my troops I lead one vig'rous fally 
«*« Ts ſhield thy flight.” 


Edu. 
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Edw, I thank ye, tears! This ſorrow, 
Theſe pious feellings tell me I'm a ſon, 
And waken nature here! Prgceed, my Aribert! 


Ari, The tears faſt ſtreaming down his ſilver beard, 


He took thee in his arms! With ſuppliant eye 
On heav'n intent, this ſhort but moving prayer 
He thus addreſs'd, ** O all ye pitying gods, 
Protect my ſon! ſhield his defenceleſs innocence ! 
O may he live to bleſs a willing people, 
*« But never prove his hapleſs father's fate!“ 
He cou'd no more reſiſtleſs grief o'erflowing, 
Denied him. uttrance——long in ſpeechleſs woe 
The monarch ſtood intranc'd——then with a kiſs 
And look,, that ſpoke a tender father's pain, 
Reſign d thee to my boſom !— | 
 Edxv, O my full heart! | 

Ari. Thy innocence and heav'n's peculiar care 
Safe thro' the fury of encount'ring hoſts, 
Guided my wandring ſteps. To Mercia's realm 
]. bore my prince here in my virtuous exile 
I mourn'd each woe that fell upon my country, 
And curs'd the fatal horrors ofa ambition, 
Immers'd in ſolitude—Four years elaps d, 
The tyrant ſatiated at length with ſlaughter 
Recalls the exiles. That fair opportunity 
With joy I ſeiz'd and to theſe walls return'd; 
Deeming thee ſafer ev'n in the tyiant's eye, 
While in this beeaſt th' important truth lay hid! 
Yer ſtill to keep alive your ſubjects loyalty, 
I taught them to believe (as fame reported) 
You liv'd protected in the court of Mercia! 

Edg. Miſterious heav'n! how has thy awful hand 
Unſeen conducted this great enterprize ! 
And in the thickeſt gloom of night involv'd 
The awful truth! hid from the tyrant's ſearch, 
And pale ſuſpicion's ever-waking eye! 

Ari, Yes, Edgar! yes! in this event to us 
The finger of Omnipotence has wrote 
Its will in plaineſt characters! Tis heav'n 
That ſummons us to at—and know, the hour. 
Is now at band. — Soon as the midnight bell 


Has rung its drowſie on. then, then, my ons, 
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Like a fierce tempeſt on our ſleeping foes 
Deſtruction pours—At once ten thouſand deaths 
Wing'd from the ſteel of freedom's choſen ſons, 
Shall mark the crimſon path of ſlaughter ! Fear, 
Horror and fate, with all its circling terrors, 
Shall ſwell the tumult, till each trembling ſenſe, 
Each pow'r within the tyrant dies and yeilds him 
An unreſiſting victim to our ſwords ! ; 
Ea. Yet ſtill in that dread hour, upon whoſe period 
Hangs the yet doubtful criſis of our fate, 
O let not rage, or wanton cruelry 
Diſhonour our great cauſe ! Let us remember 
We draw the {word of virtue and of juſtice, 
Juſtice, which oft receding from her rigour, 
Permits ſoft mercy with a gentle hand 
To turn the wav'ring ſcale and ſheath her ſteel 
Now all diſperſe, leſt ſquint-ey'd jealouſy 
Shou'd note this conference—Each to your friends 
Repair and ſtrenghten with alt gen'rous motives 
Their great reſolves, and when the wiſh'd-for night. 
With raven pinion ſhades, the hemiſphere; 
With filent and unnotic'd ſteps aſſemble 
At Aribert's known palace— There we'll wait 
In careful watch, till ſummon d by the bell 
(That tolls us on to vengeance and to fame!) 
We move undaunted to the glorious toil 
Which late poſterity ſhall bleſs, and hail: 
TH illuftrious æra of their liberty 
[Exeunt omnes ſeverally except Ceolph. ] 
Ceo. Death to my tow ring hopes! This boyiſh prince: 
Is then my rivat—and | fear me too. 
A rival well beloved Why ſhou'd he elfe 
With ſuch an heart-felt ſtruggle yeild her up? 
Tis plain—tis plain—he triumphs in my pangs!“ 
But I forget——He has overcome his paſſion— 
Nor need I yet deſpair Shou d I demand her- 
As a reward for ſervice yet unpaid ? $7 
Tis madneſs but to think it—His love, howe'er 
Suppreſsd by reaſon, never will conſent | 
To ſee her in theſe arms! and grant it ſhou'd— 
Wou d his romantic honour e'er permit 
Force on her virtue or deem conqueſt's right 
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Enough t involve her in a father's ruin? 
”T will never do! Hold, let me think a while! 
I have it now—She may be @eolph's yet! 
She ſhall—Yet that way leads to blackeſt guilt— 
Why be it ſo !—Away ye fooliſh ſcruples, | 
Empire and Ethelinda ! Sonnds like theſe 
Might in the frozen boſom of old age 
Kindle ev'n youth again! Conſcience in vain 
With feeble barriers wou'd retard my paſſage ; 
Ill leap above them all, and wing d with ardour, 
Gain like the eagle on ambition's ſun, 
While diſtant mortals tremble; write my name 
Amidſt the ſtars and ſhine enrollF'd a god! [Exit.] 


SCENE. changes to the royal garden. 
Enter Edwin. 


Edw. What means this ſudden tranſport of deſire, 

This riſing tenderneſs that o'er my heart 
Spreads enervating ſoftneſs, and with courſe 
Deceitful ſteals upon my reſolution ? 
Am I not fix'd ? ſecur'd againſt relapſe! 
And arm'd with virtue's all-ſufficient panoply 
To combat with my weakneſs! Falſe, fall. boaſt ? 
Still rebel nature tells me I'm but man, a 
And love, imperious love renews the ſtruggle! 
I feel it here and yet Ha! heav'nly pow'rs, 
Where have my wand'ring feet betray'd their maſter, 

In muſing loſt O ye delightful ſhades 
Cool grotts and verdant walks, that oft have heard: 
The ſoft complaint, the tender jealouſy 
And artleſs raptures of my happier love, 
How are ye chang'd of late ! What ſullen gloom 
Hangs on each well-known bow'r! What melancholly 
Saddens the hue of ev'ry drooping flow'r, 
And deepens to my ear yon ſtreams ſoft murmur ! 
Alas, tis J am chang'd ! O fatal memory! 
But down my ſwelling heart—Hence let me fly! 
My ſtay is dang'rous—Shou'd I meet her charms, 
I tremble for my virtue! Ah! ſhe's here! 
Then fate has done her worſt —— 


Enter 
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Enter Ethelinda. 


Ethelin. My Oſmond! e 
Edw. * The curdling blood creeps chilly round m 
heart, 
And my weak trembling knees ſcarce bear me up! 
If I behold her—I'm undone l. 
Ethelin. What can this mean? You turn in ſilence 
fiom me! 
As ſtruck with horror! Why do you ſhun me thus!—- 
Still filent !—"T'was not ſo my Oſmond us d 
To meet his Ethelinda ! 
Edw. [Aſide.] Tis in vain! 
Love bears me to my fate! Her ev'ry word 
Sinks in my ſoul and wins me from myſelf! | 
I turn to gaze ah no ! to meet diſtraction! 
Ethelin. Why do you gaze thus wildlygn my face, 
With ſuch a look of mingled love and terror? 
Heav'ns how you tremble ! Your diſorder'd cheek 
Betrays ſome wild commotion of the ſoul! 
Scarce can I give my wond ring eyes belief! 
Yet ſure thou'rt Oſmond ! | | 
Edw. Oſmond ! Diſtracting thought! 
I once was Oſmond and completely bleſt! 
But now I'm 
Ethelin. What? 
Edw. A wretch ! Enquire no farther——- 
vou d not have thee ſhare my milery ! 
For oh what pain] what more than common woe 
Attends the fatal knowledge] From my pangs 
I gueſs the anguiſh that thy heart wou'd feel! 
Ethelin. And is there ought diiturbs the peace of 
Oſmond 
He truſts not to this breaſt? Unł ind and cruel! 
Think'ſt thou I meanly ſeek to ſhun thy ſorrow, 
Or want due fortitude to bear when felt ? 
Too long alas to heavy woes enur'd 
This breaft has leara'd the rigid lore of patience 
And conſtancy of mind, A mother's death, 
And the fad fate of three illuſtrious brothers, 
On one day claim'd my tears From grief to grief 
In painful ſeries have my yeas been led, 1 
I 
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Nor knew I joy, till thy enchanting tongue 
To my fond ear thy winning tale addreſs'd, 
And taught me to indulge a yirtuous flame! 
3 Why then conceal what I ſhall feel untold, 
For know that Ethelinda muſt be wretched, 
While Oſmond feels concern ! | a 
Edw. Tranſcendant maid ! | 4 
But ah! this goodneſs opens wide the wound bi 
And makes me doubly curſt! Can I, alas, 4 
Can I forget how oft in rapturous joy 
I bleſt the hour that gave thee to my eyes! 
How oft I trinmph'd in thy virtuous love! 
| Ethelin, And art thou leſs belov'd? 
Edw. That, that's the wound ——— 
There fate is cruel ! Tis thy tenderneſs, 
Thy unexampled conſtancy that heightens 
My juſt diſtreſs, and aims with ev'ry terror 
Heav'n's hand, which parts us.— : 
Ethelin, Parts us! | 
Edw. Dreadful ſentence ! 
I ſee, I feel thy ſorrow ! Inward grief 
Drinks up my blood and preys upon my ſpirits ! hes 
I fain wou'd ſpeak——but utrrance fails me here ; — 
Each accent dies imperfe& on my tongue 
Ethelin. O, Oſmond, thou haſt pierc'd my very heart. 
Thy broken ſpeech! that look of fix d deſpair, 
And this thy mournful ſilence, all conſpire 
With cruel pteſage to alarm my ſoul! 
Some fatal ſecret lurks beneath this ſorrow ! 
Tis death to hear it—Yet in mercy tell me. 
Oh ſpeak ! while yet this trembling frame ſupports 
of The ſudden ſhock, while yet I breathe to hear 
My doom pronounc'd ! 
Edw, Wilt thou then force me to it ? 
Oh, can I tell thee all ! Ill-fated maid ! 
Why was thy father, Anfrid ! 
Ethelin. Whence that pauſe ! 
That ſeeming horror at the name of Anfrid! 
Haſt thou forgot he's Ethelinda's parent 
And Oſmond's friend ? Tis true, a crown uſurpt 
Obſcures the nobler virtues of his ſou], | 


5 And brands him with the hated name of tyrant ! 
Jon The 


. * 
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Tho? guilty, yet to thee he's blameleſs ſtill ! 
Sure, he ne'er injur'd Oſmond. ! | 

Edw. Never, ſaidſt thep ! 
O he has wrong'd me, molt ſeverely wrong'd 

Beyond thy pow'r to gueſs or mine to tell! 

3 Ethelin, If inadvertently ſome act of his 
| Has giv'n offence to Oſmond's jealous honour, 
Let him but know it, and his ready juſtice 
Will haſten to atone ————— | | 
Edw. Tis paſt redreſs ! 
Ev'n penitence herſelf, o'er ſuch a deed, 
For ages ſhou'd the weep! wou'd weep in vain! 
Who can awake the dead | 
O my torn heart ! I had a father once 
Think on your own, nor wonder at my tears 
Ethelin, A father, ſaid you! Did I hear thee right? 
Ah ſhou'd my fears prove true—Yet let me hope 
Aribert lives ! | 
Edw. Aribert lives indeed, 
But Oſwin fleeps—ſleeps in the ſilent tomb 
Ethelin. Oſwin! are then my boding terrors juſt? 
Art thou—ſay—art thou ? 
Edw. Ves 'm the wretch you mean 
That Oſwin's ſon ! 
Ethelin. Then we're undone for ever |—— 
Edw. What! muſt we part! 
Ethelin, We muſt, we muſt alas ! 

Nature, religion, heav'n forbid our union! 


There's horror in the thought !—and yet I know not— 


Excuſe my weakneſs! Tis a dreadful taſk 
To bid fare-well to all we love! to loſe, 
Fgr ever loſe the hope once fondly cheriſh'd ! 
Forget that we exiſt,and each endure | 
The ſame ſad pangs, as the ſurvivor does 
W hen death's pale hand between two weeping friends 
Relentleſs draws the curtain! Break, break heart 
And fave me from this tryal ! 
Edw. O, Ethelinda, 
How frail is all my boaſted virtue now ! 
My courage ſinks at once! Oh, who can bear 
While happineſs ſtands fix'd within his reach 
For ever to be wretched ? Tis not in man, 


Such 


uch 
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Such ſavage firmneſs! No, tyrannic duty ! 
Hence I diſclaim thy dictates! Hear me now, 
Hear me, thou lovely maid !—PFor thee alone, 
Behold ! I ſacrifice ambition fame ! 
Forget my wrongs, reſign Northumbria's crown 
Ev'n to the fatal author f my woes! 
Nay, yeild to be his friend! Oh then reward me 
With one kind look! let me adore thee till, 
And with the name and humble hopes of Oſmond 
Reſume the rights he held within thy heart! 
Ethelin. Amazing proof of unexanpled love! 


Can Ofinond then forget the wrongs of Edwin? 


Impoſſible! nor can my honour yeild 
To terms that wrong ſuch worth ! 

Edw. Talk noi of honour ! 
Awake not in my breaſt thoſe fatal truths 
That rack me into madneſs ! Of them no more 
Let's ſpeak of love and never-dying joys, 
Of conſtancy nd rapture ; let my thought 
Enamout d dwell on all thy bright perfections; 
Revolve each wond: ous charm, till kindling extaſy 


Wing my ſoul s flight above mortality, | 


And give her to attain Ha! mercy, heav'n 
Is it illuſion and the work of fancy ? 
Or do theſe eyes behold 
Ethelin. What means p ince Edwin ? 
Edw. Tis he! I know thoſe venerable features, 
That fainted form! O pardon, injur'd ſhade, 
Pardon thy hapleſs ſon ! —By heav'n I ſwear 
Tho' thro' this bleeding breat} I tab— tis done! 
What wouldit thou further '——Ha! he waves me 
hence— ; ; 
Go on; I follow! 
* Ethelin. Stay, oh Edwin ſtay! 
I have a thouſand tender things to mention! 
A thouſand thoughts croud on my faultring tongue 
Yet ſtay at leaſt till my afflicted ſoul 
Summons up all its iortitude to bear 
This mournful paring, till theſe lips can bid thee 
One emn, laſt adicu ! 
Edw. I muſt not hear the muſic of thoſe accents! 


For, 
* Catching hold of his robe. 


For, like the Syren's, they arreſt my courſe, 
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And charm me to a ſtatue! Aid me heav'n 
To break the magic chaia that ties my virtue ! 
Thus, Thus I force it! *g=— 
Yet one laſt parting look 
And then farewell to love 1 — 
O Gods, ſhe weeps! 
She weeps, and canſt thou, Edwin, bear the fight ? 
My reſolution ſtaggers at the thought ! 
How fair the ſeems ! how lovely in her ſorrow, 
W hile the bright tear ſteals gently down her cheek 
Midſt a {oft bluſh ! fo ſhew the lucid drops 
Of morning on the ſweetly-bluſhing roſe ! 
Goes u to her.) Ethelinda! 
Ethelin. Prince 
Edw. Behold him at your feet 
Whom you vas born to ſway! in vain my reaſon 
Wou'd tirive rebellious to reſiſt your power; 
One glance diſarnis my firmneſs ! view me then 
Prepar'd to hear my ſentence from thoſe lips— 
Pronounce my doom tis juſt I ſhou'd ſubmit 
Without one murmur to ſevereſt puniſhment ! 
For oh! what guilt can ever equal mine! 
Ive drawn my Ethelinda's tears 
Ethelin., No, Prince! 
Forget unhappy Ethelinda's weakneſs ! 
I bluſh at what le done—ſeduc'd by paſſion 
Beyond the bounds of chaſte reſerve I ſtray'd, 
A —_— modeſty——forgive my error 
"Twas the laſt effort of a dying flame ! 
Let me conjure you then to aid my purpoſe ! 
To ſhare the palm that pitying heav'n affords 
To ſoften our diſtreſs ! Jet future ages 
Admire our virtue while they mourn our fate ! 
Admire that courage, which cou'd ſacrifice, 
Thus greatly ſacrifice to heav'n in parting | 
Edw. Parting ! ah cruel maid !—but tis in vain, 
To move that marble heart !--you never loy'd ! 
Ethelind. 


* Breaks from her—ſbe hewns weeping againſt the 


the 
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LOVE AVD DUTY. 31 

Ethelin, Unkind reproach! that I have lov'd thee 

Edwin, 
Witneſs each former action of my life, 0 
Witneſs theſe tears yes, let me here repeat f 
What oft with bluſhes thou haſt made me own ! 
If to admire and to eſteem thy worth 
With trueſt friendſhip, if to feel the force 
Of ſomething more than ſympathy of heart ; 
To center all my joys and wiſhes in thee, | bi 


If this be love, moſt tenderly I lov'd !— , 
Let this content you—other cares than thoſe | 
Now call on Ethelinda ! and I muſt . 
Muſt what ? alas I ſtrive in vain ; my breath - | 
Gags ſhort, and the life-blood deſerts my hear. | 
Aſſiſt me angels in this one laſt effort— 
To bid him—can I ſpeak ! fare—oh farewell— 
Farewell—for ever ! [Exit.] 

Edw. For ever! was it not ſo? 
The melting muſic of that heav'nly voice 
Yet dwells upon my ear! ſo ſweet! fo fad! 
For ever! can it be? denyd ev'n hope, 
Exil'd for ever from thoſe beauteous eyes, 
Thoſe gentle ſuns that gave to Edwin, day ! 
Oh change of pain——my hapleſs fathers wrongs 


Riſe to my thought, and his poor mangled form By 
e! 


Yet ſtalks before my eyes ! each griezly wound 

Seems like a mouth to cry out vengeance, vengeanc 

On whom? There lies the torture! O Ethelinda ! 

Pardon if thus conſtrain'd I wound thy peace! 

Pardon my cruelty ! yet am I cruel :? 

Ah no—l mourn the fad neceſſity, 

And bleed at every pore ! yes while this hand 

Trembling unſheaths the fated ſword of uſtice, 

'The ſon performs, what the fond lover weeps ! ; 
So when great Brutus for his country's peace, by 
Doom d to the ax the laſt of Junian race, 
For pity long the tender parent preſt; 

But vainly pleaded in his manly breaſt ! 

Calm and unmov'd he view'd the traitors dead; 


The patriot triumph d but the fathei—bled ! [Exit.] 


D Enter 


Enter Anfrid and Ceolph. 
Anf. Unheard of guilt ! 

Ceo. This very night, my liege, 
Is deſtin'd for the deed ! vp now they mark 
With bloody eyes the victinis of their fury, 
And graſp their murd'ring daggers ! Ruin nods 
Tremendous o'er your head, unleſs your prudence 
Contrive ſome means to blaſt their impious hope, 
And ſnare them in the toil thei treach'ry ſpreads ! 

Anf. Death! 128 a ſcheme was theirs ! how deeply 
| lann'd 
And * with art! N fawning ſlaves! 
But haſte thee Ceolph ! take a thouſand horſe, 
Seize on the traitors, plunge them in a dungeon, 
Till juſtice doom them to the axe! 

Ceo, My liege, | 
Reſtrain the ſudden dictates of your paſſion 
And give a pauſe to thought !—to ſeize them all 
When thus diſpers'd and ſcatter'd thro” the city 
Is ſcarcely poflible ! nay more *tis dang'rous 
While their adherents crowd about their chiefs— 
Be ſway'd by me, and ere to-morrow dawn 
My life for't, they are yours 

Anf. How ! whence good Ceolph ! 
Unfold the means ! 

Cee, Thus then the matter ſtand 
Soon as the ſun ſinks in the weſtern waves, 
They mean at treach'rous Aribert's to meet 
And wait the toll of midnight: then to ſally, 
Each to his bloody taſk | miſtaken ſlaves ! 
For e're that time your guards around the houſe 
Poſted, ſhall hold them 1n the toils of fate, 
And force them to embrace or death or flav'ry ! 
The chiefs once thine, the treaſon falls to nought, 
And the mad pivjeQ's ſtifled in its birth! 

Anf. Ceolph, thy counſel's good! It ſhall be ſo! 
Thou faithful friend, from what a p:ecipice 
Of fate haft thou withd:awn my waidring feet, 
That on the ſhelving verge already tott'ring 
Had almoſt ſeal'd my ruin O what thanks 
Lo ſech uncommon loya! y are due ? 
Spcak, is there ought witihin my pow'r to give 
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That Ceolph can deſire! Tho' thy ambition f 
Shou'd ev'n extend to empire's golden joys, f 
It ſhall be gratified! 1 | ö 
Ceo, O royal Anftid, „ I xKxeels.] 4 
Excuſe preſumption in a ſlave like me, 
When tis inſpir d by you! I dare not own— 
And yet your generoſity imboldens me 
Fair Ethelinda can a 
Anf. Riſe, riſe, my ſon! 4 
F underſtand thy meaning! She is thine! 4 
Her hand enſures a throne! Riſe, and be bleſt ! f 
Ceo. My gratitude's too full! I cannot ſpeak ! A 
Anf. Thou needſt not, ſince I ſtill account myſelf 1 
Endebted to thy love but let us now | 
Employ our thoughts on our enſuing taſk, 
How to ſurprize theſe rebels in their guilt, 
And fix a throne their baſe attempts wou'd ſhake ! 
Attend us forth Thou ſee'ſt what various griefs, 
What ſad pre-eminence in painful labour 
Await on royalty, as if that heav'n 
Had wrote this awful ſentence in our lives, 
That he who reigns, ſhou'd bid adieu to reſt, 
And take pale care the partner of his breaſt ; 
From thence ſhou'd learn compaſſion's pow'r to know 
Taught by his own to melt at others woe ! 


[Exit] 


Exo of the ſecond Ac r. 


Kr 
SCENE, an apartment in the royal palace. 
Enter Albina and Ethelinda. 


Alb. T Cannot, madam, but applaud your virtue 
And wonder at its ſtrength! Such reſolution. 
Superior to the weakneſs of our ſex! 
At once to triumph o'er the united force 
Of love and pity, of W 1 motive 
4 


That 
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That urg d with art, from a dear lover's tongue 

Perſuaſive melts, and ſteals away our firmneſs: 

O 'twas an arduous taſk! 

Ethelin, Alas, Albina, "> 

Your partial fondneſs, ev'ry act of mine 

Interprets in my favour! O had you known 

What pangs it coſt me to attchieve this greatneſs, 

How much at variance were my words and thoughts, 

Smiles on my face and—daggers at my heart, 

You wou'd not praiſe me thus I yrannic duty 

Exacts its right and triumphs o'er my love, 

But claims no empire o'er my ſilent tears! 

Theſe ſure may flow without offence to heav'n, 

And while my prayers are offer'd for my father, 

One ſigh to Oſmond ſtray—and be forgiven ! 

Alb. How hard your fate! but, madam, may I aſk 

How you reſolve to act in this affair ? 

Say do you purpoſe to ſuppreſs in ſilence 

The ſatal ſecret that diſtuibs your peace? 

Or will you own it to your royal father ? | 
Ethelin, There, there, Albiua, you have touch'd 
tne point, | 

The hidden ſpring whence all my ſorrows flow! 

Shou'd I diſcloſe to him the important truth, 

I dread the conſequence ! Too well I know 

My father's temper ; grateful and benign 

To thoſe he deems his friends, open and affable, 

And ev n from nature ſway'd to gentle pity ! 

But when ambition, when his darling paſſion 

Meets with an obſtacle, his ſudden fury 

Impetuous hurries him to ſome extreme, 

Leaps o er the pale that ſevers guilt and virtue, 

And ſtifles in the tumult of quick action 

The voice of nature ! 

Alb. Can you then reſolve 

To doom your wretched father to deſtruction, 

And yeild him up a victim to his foe ! 
Zthelin, Thou cruel but to think it! No, Albina, 

Cou'd I imagine the leaſt danger threaten d 

The precious days of him who gave me being, 

Inftant I'd fly upon the wings of duty af 

T' ayert the fancy d ill Ves, cou'd prince _— 

ut 
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But entertain one thought againſt his life, | (7 
Tho' he was lodg'd within my very heart, 
Theſe hands ſhou'd tear hgn forth, ſhou'd with this ſteel 
Thro' my own boſom ſtab the —_ traytor ! 
Alb. - think, my princeſs, (tho' your prudence 
ence 
Foreſees no danger to the life of Anftid,) i 
His crown mutt needs be riſqu'd! Think you that 
Edwin q 
Will e'er forget his birth, renounce the rights 
Of majeſty, and tamely ſee a ſubject j 
Uſurp thoſe honours that ſhou'd grace his brow ! ' 
Impoſſible ! | f 
Ethelin. To what wou dſt thou adviſe me? | 
My father, as you own, uſurps a crown 3 
That Edwin juſtly claims! and muſt I join 7 
In impious league with fraud and tyranny [ 
To bar him of his right? muſt I too plunge 9 
My wretched parent in the blackeſt depths 
Of guilt? No, rather let me fave his honour, 
Inviolate from ſtain, from the fell crime 
Of murder and its horrors !—This, Albina, 
This is to love him as a daughter ſhou'd ! 
To prize his virtue dearer thana kingdom! 
For what's a throne, when built upon rebellion 
And ſtain'd with righteous blood ?. O witneſs heav'n. 
With what content, what heart-affeQing joy. 
I'd ſtrip me of this borrow'd dazling grandeur, 
Nay ſtoop to mis iy, cou'd my change of fortune 
Reſtore my father to his native innocence ! 5 
Alb. Madam, I muſt confeſs your thoughts are juſt, 
And I admi ehe greatneſs of your ſoul, 
That in the conſcious dignity of virtue E 
Looks down.upon a throne when guilt confers it! 
Yet what, alas, in this diſtreſſing juncture, 
What can you do! 
Ethelin, J know not, my Albina! 
Where er I caſt my view, (till there ariſe | 
Doubts to perplex, and griefs to ſtab my mind! 
Horror encloſes all my thoughts around! 
No way t eſcape this . no choice, 
3 


But this alone, this ſad alternative, 
To wrong my father, or to wound my virtue! 
Alb. Madam, the king appears, and with him, 
Ceolph ! ; 
Ethelin What can this viſit mean! at ſuch an hour! 
So unexpected but be calm my heart! 


Enter Anf id, Ceolph, attendants, Ic. 


Ethelin. My father and my king! [ Kneels to him.] 
Anf. Riſe Ethelinda ! 
My beſt-belov'd, whoſe ever-charming feature 
And winning ſweetneſs, to my raptur'd fight, 
Preſents the once-lov'd conſortof my bed 
Revives her fainted memory, and calls 
The tear of ſoft aſſection from my eye! 
Or I'm deceivd, or in that tender look 
I read true love and duty ! 

Ethelin, O my ſov'reign, 
Can there ariſe one doubt within your breaſt 
Of Ethelinda's love? My ſwift obedience, 
Still ever as I learn'd your royal will, 
Ambitious flew to execute its purpoſe, 
Amply repaid by your indulgent finile ! 

Anf. Yes, thou waſt ever duteous, ever good ! 
Nor do I harbour the leaſt doubt or fear 
Of not obtaining the deſir'd requeſt 
I come to make thee ! 

Ethelin. Name it,and I ſeize 
The bleſt occaſion to atteſt my truth 
By prompt compliance 

Anf. In this valiant chief 
Receive a huſband worthy of your hand, 

And let your gratitude, your love reward 

The man to whom your father owes his life! | 
What, filent, daughter? W hence this ſeeming fright 
And conſternation! Why are your eyes thus fix'd 
In gloomy gaze unmeaning on the earth, 

As tho' my words had froze you to a ſtatue ! 

Ethelin. O cruel fate! O loſt, loſt Ethelinda ! [4/ide.] 
Forgive me, fir, if theſe your ſudden orders AR! 
So unexpected, (ſhou'd I fay, ſo dreadſul ?) 

Have overwhelm'd my pow Ts—You bid me ſpeak ! 
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Ah how can I reply ! Shou'd I confeſs 

I cannot yeild to change my ſtate for marriage, 

And wiſh you to recall your =_ command—— 

I fear 'twou'd grieve you—and that fear is death! 
Anf. How! am I anſwered thus? Perverſe and 

ſullen, 

Is this th' obedience that you ſhe my will ? 

This your return for all my laviſh fondneſs ? 

Ethelin, Ah, ſir, in pity hear your wretched child 
And ſpare that frown ! I cannot bear your anger 
Look milder on me, or I die before you ! 

Let me not prove an out=cait from your love, 
But find in Anfrid ſtill the beſt of parents 
Ready to pardon Ethelinda's weakneſs, 
And ever-mindful to preſerve her peace, 
Her future happineſs ! Is there, alas, 
No other way to ſhew my filial duty, 
But by becoming moſt compleatly wretched ? 
Will nothing but my ruin pleaſe a father ? 
I know I die, if you withdraw your fondneſs 
But oh! I die, if I obey your will! 
Then on my knees let me thus bend for mercy— 
Thus plead | 
Anf. Til hear no more! degen'rate girl! 
Or quick prepare to yeild my will complyance, 
And give your hand; or by yon ſhining lights 
Mark me, thou ſtubboin wretch—To-morrow's ſun 
At its firſt bluſhing ſhall behold you join d 
To valiant Ceolph at the holy altar! 
Or ſee this arm forgetting all the father, 
Write the reſentments of an injur'd monarch 
In your rebellious blood !—Mark me and tremble ! 
Farewell, my ſon ! I leave you both together ! 
Perhaps your tongue can better win obedience 
And make her coyneſs (if 'tis coyneſs) yeild! [Exit.] 
[Ethelinda reclines weeping on Albina.] 
Ceo. Pardon, fair Princeſs, my preſuming Tongue, 
Which elſe I ſhould condemn to ftrifteſt ſilence, 
But that it pains my ſoul to ſee you weep, 
And think that Ceolph is the wretched cauſe ! 
Yet ſure you cannot blame a love like mine, 
So humble, fo reſpeQful! — I confeſs _ - 
| ere”: 
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There's ſuch a beam of majeſty around you, 
Something ſo wondrous like divinity 
As awes my paſſion into diſtant worſhip, 
And tells me I'm unworthy — Yet I hop'd,, 
My ſervice render'd to your royal father. 
Wov'd ſtrongly plead — 
Ethelin. inluking creature, peace? 
Nor wound my hearing with that fulſome ſtrain 
Of odious courtſhip ! If thou haſt render d 
A ſervice to my father, wait from him 
And from his gratitude a fit reward! 
That with my thanks——and thou art fully paid! 
Ceo. Yet, madam, tho you ſcorn my protter'd vows. 
If there is ought by which I ſtill can ſerve you, 
Command your ſlave ! CLOED 
Ethelin. Am [I then brought ſo low 
To aſk a favour from a ſubjeR's hands? 
Afflicting thought! Yet ſince it muſt be ſo 
One way there is by which you E oblige me, 
Retire and leave me to my ſorrows 
Ceo. How ! 
Can Ceolph be ſuch a deteſted object 
But I obey — Vouchſafe at leaſt r inform me, \ 
What, madam, I ſhall tell your royal father, 
Or how behave upon this — occaſion ! 
Ethelin. Reſign your vain pretenſions to my hand, 
And free my father from Lis promiſe giv'n! 
Tell him you are. unworthy to accept 
What his miſtaken gratitude wou'd give! | 
Ces. What, princeſs, wou'd you haye me ſlight a king 
By a teſuſal of his royal bounty ? 7” 
Arraign his judgement in his choice of me, 
And ſcorn his high alliance ? Rather bid me 
To fay that you diſdain the faithful Ceolph, 
And to a father's ſacred juſt commands. 
Oppoſe the fooliſh diQates of caprice 
And female pride 
Etbelin. Stop thy licentious tongue, 
And leam it ill becomes a ſubject like thee 
To cenſnre his ſuperiors, and to parley 


With one whoſe nod cou'd inſtant fix his doom! 


Ces, 
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Cec. Now, by my ſoul, this haughtineſs delights me! 
How great will be my triumph to ſubdue 
This ſwelling ſpirit, and aided by thy father 
To lord it oer thee with a _— right ! 
Ethelin. Am | awake ! What inſolence is this! 
Monſter ! | 
Ceo. Yes madam ! TI belive indeed 
In Ethelinda's eyes I ſeem a monſter ! 
Tis hard to pleaſe her fancy—Oſmond alone 
Enamour'd the admires and doats upon! 
Oſmond ! to whoſe aſſaſſinating ſteel 
The beauteous parricide would fondly bare 
A father's boſom ! | 
Ethelin. But that I ſcorn the mouth 
Which baſely utters theſe foul calumnies, 
I ſhould reſent them as a princeſs ought, 
Shou'd teach thy pride, how great a diſtance lies 
Twixt Ethelinda and——her ſlave ! 
Ceo, Tis well! 
I thank you, but by all the pangs I feel, 
III glut my vengeance on this favour'd lover 
Nor ſhall you ſcape yourſelf : to-morrow light 
Shall dawn upon my triumph, and this hand 
Spight of eh ks drag thee to the altar ! 
Ethelin, No! ere yeild to ſuch abhorr'd diſhonour, 
Anfrid incens'd ſhall plunge his dagger here, 
And death relieve me from thy hated preſence! 
Ceo, Nay, madam, don't defoair tho Oſmond dies, 
You yet may find ſome lover in his ſtead, 
Some other traytor to the flate—— but, madam, 
I had forgot——your father waits my return 
To lead his troops with him againſt this heroe, 
This Oſmond or pretended Edwin! ha! 
Do you turn pale at hearing of his danger ? h 
You do, proud maid ! think not that bluſh can hide it! 
But I muſt take my leave——have you no token 
No pledge of love, no laſt farewell to ſend him! 
Ethelind. Barbarian “! No, thou baſe vain-boaſting 
coward, 


Fate never doom'd ſo brave a prince as Edwin 


To fall by Ceolph's recreant hand ! Thy heart 


Trembles within thee at his very name! | 
* Afide, Thou 
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Thou dar'ſt not, traytor, meet him in the field 
Whom thou haſt injur'd with ungen'rous taunts! 
Ceo. By heav'n theſe words have rous'd my ſleeping rage 
And fann'd a fire no teargof thine ſhall quench ! 
Hear hell! and all ye fiends record my vow ! 
Ne'er ſhall this ſword, which now my anger draws 
Be ſheath'd.again, till on this Edwin's breaſt 
It writes. in blood the juſt revenge of Ceolph ! 
Now ſcorn me it thou wilt tor I am fixt 
To wound thee ia the tend'reſt poimt—'Thy love! [ Exit. 
Ethelind. Stay, cruel man——what has my raſhneſs 
done ! 
Fly my Albina——Tell him——no ſtay 
Return again Oh I am all diftraction ! 
The fad event which long my fears preſag d 
At length has happen d—and a thouſand priefs 
Plant here their thorns—1 tremble for my father! 
Oh ſhou'd ſome weapon reach his precious life— 
Or till more horrid, ſhou'd the hand of Edwin 
Let me not dwell upon the thought, or madneſs 
May ſeize my brain—ye tutelary powr's 
That watch well-pleas'd the awful fate of majeſty; 
2 your ſheltring pinions round his brow, 
thro' the fatal throng of hoſtile ſpears, 
From ev'ry peril, every means of death, 


yet gol 


Gracious protect my father and my king! [ Exeunt.] 


'SCENE changes to Aribert's palace, 
Enter Edwin, Aribert, Edgar, Hermenfred, Ec. 


Edw. Fly ſwift ye hours ! and ſpur the lazy ſteeds 
Of drowſie time ! how wears the night, my friends, 
For if impatience. count the minutes right, 

Hercqurſe is tedious ! 
Ari. Tedious indeed, my prince, 
To expectation, which outwings the flight 
Of ſwifteſt time! yet ſtill ſhe moves apace, 
And almoſt enters on the gloomy ont < 
Of her ſtill reign! ſay then, my brave aſſociates, 
Are all things fix d? your ſoldiers at the ſtation ? 

Edg. They are, and wait impatient for the bell 
That tolls us to the work ! p 

ri. 
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Ari. But where is Ceolph ? 
He ſurely ſhou'd be here ! Does he not mean 
To join us with his force ? 
ze Herm. Doubt not he will ! 
I know him valiant and of truth approv'd ! 
A mortal foe to Anfrid, who he thinks 
Has not ſufficiently eſteem'd his worth, 
But after all his wars and glorious ſervice 
Throws him afide, while upon other fav'rites 
He ſhow'rs his bounties——but I go to ſeek him, 
And bring him to your preſence on this inſtant. [ Exit.] 
ls [The bell tolls.) 
Edw, Tis done ! th' auſpicious hour, my friends, is 
come ! 
Fate tolls the bell! Hark, how its iron tongue 
Breaks on the ſolemn ſilence of the night, 
And with a deep'ning murmur beats the knell 
Of thouſands yet to fall! Now not one (tar 
Gleams o'er night's duſky veil, but midnight gloom 
In thickeſt ſhades wraps yon devoted towr's! 
Stern vengeance ſtalks her round, and inly pleas'd 
Smiles at the riſing ſtorm, while ruthleſs death 
Uſurping for a while ſleep's gentle office, 
Weighs down each lid, and as he marks his victim, 
Locks evr'y ſenſe in more than ſtygian reſt ? 
| Ev'n Nature ſleeps, and o'er creation's bounds 
1 Silence reigns awful! what a ſolemn pauſe ! 
Ho terrible a calm! The mournful contraſt 
Heightens the horrors of tb approaching ſcene , 
And ſteals a tear from mild humaniiy ! | 
So when the waves in languid ſilence ſleep, 
And peace deceitful ſmooths th' expanded deep; 
Heav'n's broad horizon ſhines ſerenely fair, 
And not one breath dies on the liſtning ear! 
Sudden the ſtorm burſts furious fiom the ſkies, 
Pours on the deep, and bids its horrors riſe ! 
Th' indignant ſurges mix in deat ring roar ! 
Wave after wave the watry mountains _ 
And a wide ruin whelms the trembling ſhore! 
Enter haſtily Hermenfred, his ſword drawn! 


Edu. 
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Edw. Ha! Is not that Hermenfted? Whence this 


haſte ? 
Why art thou drawn? and wherefore on thy cheek 
Sits pale diſmay ? © | 
Herm. All's loſt—betray'd—encompaſt— 

Ev'n now we tread on ruin—Treaſon, baſe treaſon 

Has ſold us to the tyrant! Armed bands 
Beſet the palace-gates with thronging ſpears, 

And Ceolph leads them on!—The tyrant too 
Urges th' attack in perſon, while your ſervants 
With deſp'rate valour yet ſuſtain their onſet, 

And guard the narrcw paſſes ! What's to be done, 
Reſolve, my friends, with ſpeed ! | 
Edw. What, ſilent all! 

Frozen with fear? O ſhame ! are theſe the men, 

 Thaterſt ſo daring in heroic ſpeech, 

Vow'd with their blood to ſeal thetr country's freedom ? 

Is death ſo terrible? Now, by all the gods, 

I ſtand amaz'd to ſee you palſy d thus 

With quiv'ring limbs, and ſcarce believe my eyes, 

Unknowing how to fear ! 

Ari. Think not, brave Edwin, 
The fight of danger e er can ſhake our ſouls, 
Nor deem our ſilence the reſult of fear! 
Tis for our country, for our king we feel, 
Our ſacred laws and heavn—tranſmitted freedom 
That center in thy perſon ! Wer't thou but ſafe, 
'Tho' death ſhou'd all his horrid train aſſume, 
And wear that form which moſt appalls mankind, 
Intrepid with a ſmile we'd meet his rage, 
And half-embrace him! 
Edw. Then diſmiſs your fears 
And kind concern! Know that our countiy's laws 


And freedom reſt not on the ſingle life 
Of one frail man Above the tyrant's reach 


With heav'n's great fire the ſacred bleſſings dwell 
And mock his idle pow'r! Whene'er the age 
Teems with a race of heroes bold and virtuous, 
Again th' angelic choir deſcend and ſhed 

Their pureſt infiuence o'er a happy land 

* Hark, we are call'd ! Hermenſred, thou ard Edgar, 


With 
* 4 claſbirg of ſwords heard. 
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With me conjoin'd will ſeek the weſtern gate ! 

There fierceſt rolls the ſtorm ! Good Aribert 

And Ethelwald ſecure the eaſtern door ! 

Haply our friends within the city walls 

Rous'd by the tumult, may Aſſiſt our arms, 

And crown them with ſucceſs ! Farewell, my Aribert, 

Thou faithful friend ! Receive this laſt embrace, 

And know, that Edwin never will reſi 

That virtue which thy earlieſt care infoir'd ! [Exit.] 
Ari. Farewell my king O thou eternal pow'r 

Supreme diſpoſer of events, whoſe eye 

Still tutelary wakes o'er frail creation, 

Shield with thy hand from ey'ry fatal ſword 

The royal youth ! Oh nerve with tenfold ſtrength 

His ſacred aim! Let it deſcend in thunder 

On this fell tyrant and his impious bands, 

That with rebellicus rage dare lift their ſteel 

'Gainſt him, thy dread vicegerent ! But if this 

Thy will denies, yet (till accept our thanks 

That thus tis given us to fall with glory! 

Come Ethelwald——let's meet theſe treach'rous foes 


With breaſts reſfoly'd—and heav'n decide the reſt! 


[Exeunt | 
SCENE continues. | 
Alarms, the noiſe of a fight heard. 
Enter Ceolph. | 
Ceo. What hoa, proud Edwin ! Whereis this boaſted 


heroe | 

That fain would rob a monarch of his crown, 
And me of Ethelinda! Thro' the preſs 
Of combatants and arms in vain I ſeek him, 
And dare him to the fight ! By all my hopes 
The daſtard ſhuns me and deſerts the field! 
But flies in vain——TH' inextricable toils 
Of ruthleſs fate (thanks to this honeſt head !) 
Have ſnar'd the eaſy fool, and hold him faſt 
My deſtin'd victim! | 

Egb. [Mitbout.] Speed to the weſtern gate! 
Haſte, fly! The king encompaſt by his foes 
With furious Edwin thund'ring at their head, | 

| E Demands 
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Demands your ſwifteſt aid, [Entring.] Ha ! whom have 


Ceo, Egbert! 
Egb. How fares it with my friend ? 
I fear thou'rt wounded finca I find thee here! 


Elſe ſure the gallant Ceolph ne er wou'd quit 
The gorious ſeen of arms, but foremoſt rage 
And lead on Anfrid to the crimſon goal N 
Of joyful conqueſt | 
eo. What thy Ceolph can 

Let this ſword ſpeak! Tis ſtain d with nobleſt blood 
Of haughty Edwin's friends,! But vain my boaſt - 
While that arch-rebel bears his creſt aloft, 
Nor pays the debt he owes to my revenge ! 
O give him to my ſword, malignant pow'rs 

That ſmile on guilt, and thou ſnake-crownld revenge, 
| Riſe from thy gloomy throne in Erebus | 
And feaſt thee with the fight ! 

Egb. Thy pray'r is heard, 


7 9 20 = 


And Egbert willhimſelf conduct thee to him 
Ev'n at the weſtern gate, where fierceſt ſtorms 
The cloſing war, and ſlaughter ſpreads its horrors, 
Edwin impetuous pteſſes on our guards 
That ſhrink beneath his arm! With ſuch a blaze 
His helmet lightens and his faulchion gleams, 
As ſtrikes ev'n terror to the ſoul of Anfrid ! 
Ceo. Enough! lead on——1 pant-—1 burn for 
vengeance, 
And ev'ry moment that delays, the combat 
Is tedious as an age! Away my friend. [Exeunt.] 
Enter Edwin at another door. 
Tis all in vain ! The angiy powr's above 
Have doom'd Northumbria's fall! Ofermatch'd with 
numbers, 
And ſpent with ceaſeleſs toil my valiant friends 
Fall their tir d weapons, While 1 2 coward foes 
Pour on elate,and with freſh my}titudes 
Hem us yet cloſer in! ſcorn io fly. 
While death's within my reach] and yet one fear 
Beats anxious in my boſom,! Sheu'd cutſt fortune 
Doom me to chains, a captive, to 3 | t 
And galling infults of this jmpioug tyrant! 
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Diſtraction! How the thought unmans my courage! 
Yet ſure'it cannot be! ſince if this arm 
Miſſes the monſter's heart, a nobler blow 
Shall do me juſtice here! ® 
Enter Ceolph behind him, 
Ceo. Turn thee, proud traitor, * 
And meet thy fate! 
Edw. Ha Ceolph ! Wake my rag | 
At ſight of ſuch a fiend, and edge this weapon 
With double vengeance ! By my father's ſhade 
It joys my ſoul, deteſted ſlave, to think 
Thou yet doſt live to meet the ſword of Edwin! 
Falſe-hearted traytor to thy rightful Prince 
Impious prophaner of th' all-righteous gods ! 7 
Ceo. 'T hou foolith boy! thinkſt thou with ſolemn tone 
And preaching to affright the ſoul of Ceolph? )? 
Have at thee and thy gods! [Fight: Ceolph falls] 
Edw, This to thy heart! 5 | 
Ceo. Curſe on the ftripling's ſword ! This coward arm 
Unnerv'd by guilt, with idle point oppos'd him; 
And Ceolph Falls, falls by a rival's hand; 
By a baſe boy, inglorious! O curs'd chance! 


F 
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O ſtain to all my wars Vet know, Vain boy, 
Thou ſhalt not triumph long Anfrid's at hand 
My t avenper—and—oh! | [Die:.}- 


Edv. He fables not FS 
They come! On one important moment hangs | 
My country's fate and all my hopes of vengeance ! 
| Enter Anfrid, guards, &c, 
Tyrant thou'rt met. Now juſtice to thy work, N 
Tho' thouſands fence him round ! * g 


3 _ 

O treach rous S rds O weak feeble arm | 

Anf. At length thou'rt mine—and tis thy turn to | 
| 
| 


— 
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fear! 3 | 
Ha! doſt thou dare me ſlave! With what a look 
Of mingled ſcorn and rage the rebel ſcans us, 
As tho he meant to fright me with that frown . _ | 
Of ſtern defiance low'ring 7 his brow! A tap- 
2 e 
* Ruſbes on Anfrid ; be retreats, and the guar ds furs 


round. Edwin, who, after a fierce fruggle, 15 diſ- 
arm d and ſeiz'd. | 


Ct ho. * 
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A captive's pride? Tis not to be endur'd! 
Who am I? Speak, doſt thou not know me yet? 
Edw. Not know thee, tyrant ? Yes, thou art he, 
That man of blood whoſe gire unhailow'd rage 
Thy bleeding country mourns, whoſe hated name 
Throughout the realm our widow'd matrons curſe, 
And teach their trembling babes to liſp with horror ! 
Thou art the wretch whole parricical hand 
Not pity, not the rev'rence due to age, 
Not ev'n the awe that waits upon the perſon 
Of heav'n's anointed cou'd difarm —Thou art 
Anf. Confuſion, death and hell! Audacious traytor 
Talkſt thou of rev'rence due to majeſty ? 
Thou? who haſt dar'd with baſe infidicus art, 
With black conſpiracy and midnight ruffians 
To practiſe on my lite and when detected, 
With guilt avow'd to point thy murd'rous ſteel 
Full at thy ſov'reign's breaſt ! Bring fetters here! 
Let's ſee if chains and bondage can ſubdue | 
This pride of ſoul ! 
Edw. Yes, bind theſe free-born hands! 
Pluck out this tongue too which proclaims thy guilt! 
Yet know, deluded man, thou canſt rot ſtifle 
The dreaded voice within! Thou canſt not chain 
Rebellious conſcience! "Þ'will upbraid thee yet, 
Will harrow up thy ſoul with ſecret ſears, 
And make thee curle the triumph of to-day ! 
Anf. Away, thou ttifler ! preach thy pedantic ſtrain 
To ſome grave divid ! ſome ſententious fol! ; 
Who dreams of virtue and I know rot what! 


Enter Egbert and gauards, with Aribert, Edgar, pri- 
| ſoners, Cc. 
O wellcome, Egbert! Fortune ſmiles I ſee, 
And owns the juſtice of our cauſe! Tis well ! 
Theſe rebels fall, fall in their own devices! 
Ari. 1 Edwin in chains — Then freedom is no 
more 
Egb. Thus proſper all the foes of royal Anfrid ! 
Thus ever may the arm of Woden guard 
Thy facred life, and from th' ignoble hand 
Of treaſon ſtrike its ſpear ! 


Anf. 
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Anf. Preſumptuous ſlaves! 
To dare attempt a ſcheme ſo vaſt, ſo dangerous, 
And with ſuch feeble 2 ! Led by ſuch chiefs, 
A hoary traitor and a beardleſs boy ! 
But let them learn their raſhneſs, when they bleed! 
Meantime fay, Egbert, where's my gallant friend ! 
My brave deliv'rer, Ceolph ! | 
Edo. Whom thou ſeekſt 
Behold him where he lies——Well mayſt thou tremble 
And ſtart with horrot at the hand of juſtice ! 
Yes, view him well! Mark there ambition's wages! 
And think what Anfrid merits! Think that the bolt 
Is wing'd to fall on thy devoted head ! 
Anf. Peace villain Stop his mouth —— Drag 
hence thoſe ſlaves, “ 
And plunge them in the dungeon's thickeſt gloom ! 
There let them groan, till with to-morrow's light 
The ſcaffold's ready Then, thou rebel, then 
Theſe eyes ſhall gaze inſatiate on thy pangs | 
Then ſhalt thou curſe thy fate——Haſte——bear them 
off + | a 
Ari. My prince! my king ! 
Edw, My father——Oh farewell 
We ſoon ſhall meet I truſt to part no more! 
[FExit. guarded ſeverally.] 
Anf. Convey the body t hence, and ſee it laid 
With all due rites among the marble tombs | 
That ſhrine our fainted kings! That duty paid- 
And a few tears o'er hapleſs merit dropt 
We'll welcome joy an ever-grateful gueſt 
Once more teturn'd—And yet (the cauſe I know not!) 
Some fatal gloom uſurps upon my mind, 
And damps my bliſs——Away ye trifling fears, 
Ye groundleſs phantoms—— This auſpicious hour - 
Has fix'd my throne ſecure—and now a train 
Of future joys in bright ſucceſſion riſe 
To fancy's eye! I ſee new triumph's ſpring 
Triumphs on virtue founded! while around | 
Northumbria's plains with ſmiling peace are bleſt, 
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And Anfrid reigns in ev'ry ſubjects breaſt ! [Exit.}- 
| Exp of the third Ac r. 


Jo the guards, + Guards ſeize ihem, t Ceolph. 
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Ik CIs IV. 
+ SCENE, the royal palace. 
Enter Anfrid. 


That ſtill importunate with hated voice 
Callſt out paſt deeds afreth to memory, 
And bidſt them haunt us with remorſe In vain 
We ſtrive to fly thee! Midſt the banquets joys 
Thy unexpected ſtern approach alarms us, 
Infuſes gall in the gay-ſmiling bowl, 
And turns each wholeſome viand into poyſon ! 
Nor is our couch ſecure ! Ev'n muſic vainly 
Her ſofteſt airs and ſolemn raptures tries, | 
To breathe repoſe on down! O conſcience, conſcience, 
Tis thine to pierce diſſimulation's veil, | 
To ſtrip our vice of flatt'ry's gaudy colours, 
And ſhake with fears the moſt undaunted breaſt ! 
I feel thee here but ſee my friend approaches 
Enter Egbert. 
Egb. O Anfrid——oh my liege=—1cannot ſpeak—— 
Anf. price means my Egbert! Speak! why is thy 
chee 
Pale and impreſt with horror ? 
Egb. May kind heav'n 
Avert my fears and render omens vain! 
But ſuch unheard of prodigies Such fights ! 
The recollection's dreadful ! 
Anf. Calm your thoughts! 
And give a moment's pauſe to troubled fancy ! 
Then tell me what thou'ſt ſeen! for all my fpirits 
Alarm'd ruſh forward-to my throbbing heart, 
And expectation hangs upon thy words! 
Eg. Not J alone, but wandring crowds beheld it! 
Ev'n now behold it! Orer the lucid moon 
bs A ſudden night was ſpread and quench'd its beams, 
= When from the darken d orb at once emerging, 
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A fanguine creſcent wondrous to behold 
Gleam'd with portentous fire and as this inſtant 
[ paſs'd the court, where wrought in breathing ſtone. 
Thy ſcepter'd image treads updn rebellion ! 
Swift from on high a livid blaze of lightning 
Aim'd at the ſtatue from th' imperial front 
Struck off its crown ! Pale with concern we gaz d! 
While from the violatea marble guſh'd | 
A crimſon ſtream, and lav d the pedeſtaf! 
Nor is this all !—'The yawning graves give up- 
The ſacred dead and thio' th affrighted city 
Pale bleeding ſpectres glide !— 
Anf. No more, good Egbert! 
My ſoul ſuperior to this credulous fear 
Laughs at what moonſtruck fancy wildly dreams, 
Nor heeds your idle omens | Yes, my friend, 
Tho' ruin ſhou'd unhinge the frame of nature 
And chaos ſtruggle for her antient reign, 
Unmov'd I'd ſmile upon the dreadful conflict 
Did not a fiercer tempeſt rage within! 
Tis guilt that makes the coward ! Hence the blood 
F —— fading cheek and burſts. the groan! 
For know—I'm moſt unhappy ! 
Egb. How my liege, 
When fortune ſeats you in an envied throne,, 
And gives you to expect unnumber'd years 
Of future fame and rule ! 
Anf. Oh Egbert, Egbert, 
How vain a hope ! The very crown I wear 
Sits heavy on my brow—— Tis ſtain d with blood! 
And oh what blood! Hide it for ever hell, 
And blot it memory from thy awful records ! 
The hallow'd blood of an anointed king! 
Egb. It grieves your faithful flave to mark your pain? 
Tis fruitlets now let me intreat you then 
From this reflection to divert your thoughts! 
Think. rather of revenge! Think of to-morrow 
That brings the doom of Edwin! 
Anf. Egbert, no! 
He muſt not die lt is a crime wou'd fink 
My ſoul beneath the reach of heav'n's forgiveneſs 3 
en 
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Cou'd but I win him to forget his wrongs, 
Ihen were bleſt indeed! 

Egb. Tis eaſy done! g 3 
The hopes of mounting yet Northumbria's throne- 
On your deceaſe, perhaps would bend his ſpitit ! 

Anf. Wov'd that content him think you? 

Egb. Hold! a thought 
Comes croſs me now that cannot fail—My liege, 
Or much I err, or to exceſs of madneſs 
He loves your daughrer ! 

Anf. 1 have heard as much 
And I perceive your ſcope If ought can ſofter 
His ſtubborn heart and mould it to our wiſh, 

Tis that The gift of Ethelinda's hand 

And the bright proſpect of a throne combin'd 

Will ſurely triumph o'er his boaſted virtue! 

Fly then, my Egbert ! Quick propoſe theſe terms, . 
And win him to conſent 

Egb. I go this moment! 

Anf. Succeſs attend thy pains—And oh, my Egbert, 
Employ with ſkill the powr's of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Uſe all thy eloquence, and bear him down 
With the refiſtleſs torrent of thy ſpeech. 

Remember he's but man! frail, weak and prone. 

To errors flow'ry path ! By toil unconquer'd. 

Yet pleaſure's votary! Remember too 

That love himſelf ſhall ſecond ev'ry-reafon : - 

Love, that oft ſinks the monarch to the ſlave, . 

And make the warriour yield! Midſt all the pride 

And dazling pomp of vict'ry he repines 

And ſighs in ſecret, while ſome captives charms 
Enthrall his mind ! her falling country's wrongs 
Repay! and vindicate a ccnquer'd world! {Exeunt.] 


SCENE changes to the priſon: 
Edwin diſcover'd fitting in a' melancbolly attitude. 
He. riſes and comes forward | 
Edo. What ſullen gloom hangs on theſe priſon walls- 
And throws a more-than common night around, 


Save Where yon lamp projets its ſickly beam 
And rendegghorror-viſible! Each cell. 
Frequented 
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Frequented only by th' unhallowd tread 
Of — murderers! Dire ſcene of crimes ! 
Where echo ceaſeleſs thro' the low-brow'd arch 
Swells the ſad ſounds of puniſhment and woe 
The clink of chains, and cries of tortur'd guilt, 
And groans convullive of th' expiring wretch ! 
If innocence ſhrinks back appall d at this, 
What muſt the guilty feel? Yet here, ev'n here 
Edwin can find th' aſſuring ſmile of peace 
That Anfrid wants ! Can free and unconfin'd 
Dekie theſe chains that cannot bind the ſoul, 
And tow'r above the reach of proud oppreſſion ! 
Enter an Officer with Aribert in chains. 
Offi. This laſt fad interview the king allows 
Mov'd by your urgent prayers ! There is your friend! 
Employ your time well 
Ari, Tis enough—retire— 
We wou'd be private—go and wait at diſtance ! 
(Exit. Officer] 
Edw, * Or ſure I dream—or elſe that well known 
voice 
Tis he—lIt is my Aribert! 
Ari. O, my king, 


Forgive this fond intruſion of my love ! 


This one laſt fault! I cou'd not die in peace 
Till theſe old eyes had got one farewell look, 
Theſe arms once preſt thee to my longing boſom ! 
Edw, O Aribert,do I again infold 
In this embrace the father of my youth ? 
The man, whoſe prudent care, whole ſage inſtructions 
Have arm'd me with due fortitude, have taught me 
How glorious tis to ſuffer for our country ? _ | 
Then heav'n at length is kind ! Thou deareſt friend, 
A thouſand tender thoughts of grateful love 
Are ſtruggling here ! O painful bliſs of friendſhip, 
Which the heart feels, yet language cannot paint! 
My father, more than father ! 
Ari. Tis enough ! | 
This goodneſs has rewarded all my pains, 
And I abſolve my fate ! My prince's ſmile 
More than repays me for the frowns of fortune ! 


* Turning about. 
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It chears my ſoul amidſt a — gloom ! 
And makes the tyrant's chains fit light upon me ! 
Edw. Alas, my Aribert! 
Ari. Whence that mounful ſigh ! 
Why do you preſs my hand, and look thus earneſt, 
While true affection ſoftens in your eye ? 
Edw. Canſt thou not read the cauſe of my concern? 
Oh can I view that venerable form, 
Thoſe ſylver hairs unmov'd? To think thy age 
Mult fall a prey to bloody ruthleſs ruffians, 
Thy age, which ſhou'd amongſt a thouſand joys, 
A thouſand kind endearments of thy friends, 
Have gently cloſed and ſtumber'd into peace 
Ari. How genrous is this pity ! Yet my liege 
On me tis thrown away ! For what alas, 
What joys can life to ſuch as me afford? 
A few dull languid hours of wretched being 
Or doz'd in childiſh indolence, or worn 
In crazy pains and racking cares of age, 
And death muſt cloſe my fcene ! Oblivion ſoon 
Steal on my very name, and all my actions 
Like this frail body moulder into duſt! 
Not ſuch my preſent hopes! A life of glor 
Uncircumſcrib'd by ſpace or time! Secur 
From all th' uncertainties of frail exiſtence! 
Still freſh and blooming in the new applauſe 
And adtnirationof ſucceeding times ! 
This is to live indeed ! A blefling fate 
Reſerves for few-——and patriots only claim 
* _ _—_— ** ! Still in in ev'ry virtue 
You the way, and by your great example 
To emulation Be the ſiking path ; 
Here then I conſecrate to freedom's cauſe 
The bloom and vigonr of my youth! its hopes 
And all my promiſed joys ! all that cou'd make 
ha _ the 8 fond Edwin's wiſhes ! RE 
ri. O greatly ſpoke! Let's then together trea 
With an intrepid — the gloomy path | 
That opens to the grave! Calm and undaunted 
Bare to th' opprefſor's ſword our freeborn breaſts, 
And ſmile upon the coward hand of guilt 
That trembles as it ſtrikes! 


Edw. 
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Edw, Then hear us, gods! 
If yet your vengeance dooms a guilty land 
To farther woes, and for ſome awful end 
Unſcann'd by human-penetratzon, bids 
A tyrant reign triumphant ne ſtand 
The firſt, the willing victims of your wrath! 
Ye know twas virtue, twas our country's cauſe 
Unſheath'd out hallow'd ſteel! That when we fought, 
We fought not to oppoſe your juſt award, 
But calm, refign'd, and patient of repulſe 
We ſunk beneath your hand! O if one pray'r 
May yet amidſt the terrors of your juſtice, 
On mercy's wings be waſted to your throne, 
Preſerve, preſerve our country! From our blood 
May freedom bloſſom grateful ! May ſome chief, 
Some favour d heroe with more happy zeal 
Diffuſe its ſweets around, and bleſs a kingdom ! 
Enter Egbert and guards. 

What wou'dſt thou ſlave ? 

Egb. I come with joyful tydings ! 
The welcome meſſenger of peace and freedom ! 
Strike off their chains | | 


Ari. Amazement! Whence this turn! 


Egb. Ye ſeem ſurpriz'd! Know then, the royal Anfrid, 


Touch'd with compaſſion for your fate and virtues, 
Wou' d ſoften your diſtreſs ! He bids you hope 


Edw. Compaſſion! - Hope? Thinkeſt thou, deluded 


ſlave, 

That Edwin e'er will meanly ſtoop for life 
And bow his freeborn neck before a tyrant ? 
Favours from him? Away I ſcorn the thought 
Reſtore me to my chains! I prize them more 
Than all proud Anfrid's boaſted power and wealth ; 
For virtue brightens every link, and ſheds 
A ſplendour on them far beyond the blaze 
Of golden trappings ! "Tis my pride to wear them 
Till in the face of yonder heavin and earth, 
Adeath of glory ſeals my juſt renown! | 

Egb. Be yet advis'd and give my tale the hearing 
Conſcious of virtue's charms the king admires 
The greatneſs of. your ſoul in vain oppos'd 
By death in all its terrors ! He laments 
The fad neceſſity that arm'd ſuch worth 
Againſt his royal life, and even now, 
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When maſter of your perſon, he deſcends 
To ſue and from your hand intreat a boon ! 
Intreats Nay yeilds on any term to gain 
Your friendſhip Heagme ſtill tor ſuch a favour 
His gratitude returns life, empiie, all | 
The ſhining fortune that awaits the heir 
Of Anfrid's crown ———— 
Edw. Intreats my friendſhip ſaidſt thou? 
Has he forgot that Oſwin was my father ? 
My friendſhip ? If I e' er renounce revenge, 
If I forgive him, may the hand of infamy 
Write coward on my creft ! Sooner confuſion 
In one promiſcuous ruin ſhall involve 
This heav'n and earth! __ nature's firmeſt laws, 
Bid the d ing ocean's ſwelling wave 
O'erwhelm the globe ; bid ſavage — dwell 
With men, and fiends aſſociate with the bleſt ! 
What! wou'd he proffer to my touch, a hand 
Red in a parent's blood, and bribe me to it 
With promiſe of ſucceſſion to a throne 
That's mine by birth already ? Grov'ling villain ! 
Mean-ſoul'd uſurper ! | 
Egb. Prince, you wrong his purpoſe ! 
Impatient ſtill your hery temper blazes, 
Nor waits the fair concluſion of my ſpeech ! 
Tis not with empire oaly he wou'd court you ! 
No, he already knows your gen'rous ſoul 
Deſpiſes pow'r! To more exalted joys, 
To tranſports worthier of an heroe's breaſt 
He wou'd invite you! To the ſweets of love! 
3 To bliſs and Ethelinda ! | 
. Edw. O ye pow'rs! 
1 Ethelinda ! Did you not ſay Ethelinda ! 
Egb. Ves! 
Love, joy and hymen wait to crown your hopes 
In the poſſeſſion of that charming princeſs 
With all that's lovely in her ſex! Then haſte 
F!:; And ſeize the glorious prize—Your tongue this moment 
=  Mayfix your — bliſs ! 


Ari. Here on my knees 
Let me conjure you, to reflect, my prince | 
Andfly this treach'rous ſnare ! Let not the charms 
| 5 
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The fatal charms of all- ſubduing beauty 


Tempt you to yield to this accurſt alliance 


w, Riſe Aribert! No more * O cruel fate 
At ſuch a time ! when all m thoughts were turn d 
On nobler objects] almoſt wean d from earth 
Bleſt in the bright conception! in the foretaſte 
Of heav'nly joys O unexpected ſtroke! 
I deem'd that bitterneſt, thoſe pangs of death 
Already paſt——Diftration—— What to do 
Or how refolve—— 
Egb. You pauſe——May I expect 
A gentle anſwer ? 
Edw. ¶ Aſide] Tis but one pang and then 
Come death Come ſweet oblivion of my woes? 
To Egbert.) Go, tell thie tytant I have heard his offers! 
Tell him, I lov'd, O how fincetely lov'd, ; 
Dearer than life, than empire, Ethelinda ! 
Tell him, that he, who cou'd ſuppreſs a paſſion 
So pure, fo fervent, cannot feel a torture 
Fierce as the pangs of diſappointed love, 
Or taſte one joy but in the thoughts of vengeance ! 
Ezb. How? Is it thus you'd anſwer his propofals?- 
Returning ſtern defiance to his goodneſs ? 
Reflect a while | 
Edw. Peace ſlave, and ſpare thy labour! 
For I am fixt, unalterably fixt 
His mortal foe ! Begone and tell him this! 
Tell him no racks, no tortures e'er ſhall ſhake 
My reſolution! 
Egb. Thou ſhalt prove it ſoon! 
Per verſe and obſtinate to mctcy's call ! 
Ingrateful rebel! Ves, he ſhall be told it! 
Anfrid ſhall know thy pride! Expect me ſoon 
The dreaded mini ter of royal juſtice 
And lighted goodneſs Tremble, for the bolt 
Alread y's pointed at thy ipοðVe head ! 
Edw. Then let it fall !--Avaunt and bear thy meſſage! 


[Exit. Egbert. 
O Aribert! your friend is ſick of liſe! 
This rage of warring m—_ theſe quick tides 


Aldi. 
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Of varying griefs, this anarchy of ſoul 
Have made exiſtence grievous ! When will death 
Steal grateful on my woes! My only hopes 
Strange to relate]! hang on e tyrant's fury! 
Tis hence I wait the end of all my forrows ! 
Ari, Compoſe his thoughts, kind peace! O nobl 
youth, | - 
To what a pitch of greatneſs has thy worth 
Spight of diſtreſs and cruel fortune ſoar d? 
Believe me, ſilent joy and wonder lo 
Have paus d with ſecret rapture on this laſt, 
This painful effort of thy virtue ! Heav'ns ! 
Beauty, ambition, crowns with ſcorn rejected, 
And death embrac'd, ev'n when the prime of youth 
That ſpreads its roſy bloom upon thy cheek, | 
Courts thee with ev'ry joy ! O glorious conqueſt ! 
Worthy of Edwin ! of Northumbria's king ! 
Hark whence that noiſe ?—The priſon door unlocks! 
Look who comes here ! - 
Enter a firanger with a dark lantern ! 
Edw. Some miniſter of tyrants ! 
Then welcome fate] Stranger, whoe'er thou art, 
That trembling hand, thoſe timid ſteps declare 
An unreſolv'd aſſaſin If thy dagger 
Thirſts for my blood, let it write its purpoſe 
On this undaunted breaſt—Strike then and boldly ! 
Stran. Unjuſt ſufpicion ! Look upon this face!“ 
Say! Do theſe eyes betray a murd'rers heart, 
And wildiy roll with horrid thoughts of blood? 
Thou can ſt not tea th' aſſaſin in my looks | 
So calm a brow no villain cou'd aſſume, 
So full of truth and holy friendſhips guiſe ! 
Edw, Thy pardon, gentle youth ! The more I gaze, 
The more I'm loſt in wonder at thy form ! 
Heav'n's 'ſelt ſeems painted on thy placid brow, 
And conſcious virtue wears the brighter dreſs 
Of youthful charms ! Sure thou'rt ſome pitying god, - 
Who com'ſt to calm my forrows ! To ſupport 
This ſoul unequal to its taſk ! Stran. 


* Turning the dark Lantern ſo as that the light 
falls on his face, 
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Stran, Miſtake not ! 
But know me for a mortal frail and wretched ! 
Yet one not deaf to pity's melting call, 
But apt to ſympathize wit Tuff ring worth ! 
One who can boaſt that he is Edwin's friend! 
Friend of his virtue ! Fate and the ties of birth 
Have bound my love and ſervice to Anfrid ; 
Yet ſtill no partner in his hapleſs erimes 
I fain wou'd fave thee from his guilty rage! 
Tis this intent that thro' ſurrounding guards, 
Thro' gloomy tow'rs, has led me to your priſon, 
And bids me ſet you free! Say will you yield 
To owe your liberty to Anfrid's friend, 
And truſt your perſon to his honeſt care? 
Edw, With tranſport I accept the gen'rovs offer! 
To doubt thee were a crime, for in thoſe eyes 
Fair truth and lovelieſt candour fit enthron'd ! 
Q virtuous youth, how ſhall ſuch wondrous worth, 
Such goodneſs be 1ewarded ? 
Stran, By itſelf! 
Its own applauſe contents the noble mind ! 
Poſſeſt of that, it laughs at baſe detraCtion ! 
But when that's wanting, worlds approve in vain! | 
Edw. How juſtly thought! Yer know, illuſtrious 
outn, 
That ſeeming to diſſuade, you but provoke 
My gratitude the more! Here, before Jove,. 
The judge ſupreme and arbiter of mortals, 
I vow, if e'er to a paternal throne 
His mercy ſhall reſtore an injur'd prince 
To hold thee deareſt to this grateful heart, 
To grant thee ev'ry with thy ſoul can form, 
And know no joy thy friendſhip ſhall not ſhare ! 
Nay more © 
Stran, Enough! You have forgot our purpoſe—= 
The haſty moments chide our ſtay ; and night 
Has almoſt ſpent her reign ! Let's haſte, my prince, 
While ſleep yet brooding with his dewy wings 
. Enfolds the city round Buried in wine 
And deep repoſe your guards are ſtretch d. Then follow 
And unperceiv'd eſcape theſe priſon walls! 
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Edw. Come then, and may the guardian eye of provi- - 
daence | 
Guide our benighted ſteps! O Aribert, A 
Ne'er let the noble mind gegn its hopes, ” 
Its virtuous truſt : Heay'n oft from means unſeen ” 
Crowns us with-ſucceſs, and tho' thouſand dangers, D 
Ten thouſand deaths encompaſs us around, v 
Still p:ovidence preſides! When that protects, 1 
In vein the riſing waves the deep deform ! 
In vain deſtruction rides upon the ſtorm ! Wo 
It ſpen;s! and lo, the angry murmurs ceaſe, 
The ft. billows ſoſten into peace; 
To port once more the favour'd gallies glide, ( 
Safe from the tempeſts rage and fury of the tide! : 
[ Exeunt,] 


Exp of the fourth Acr. 


V. 


SCENE, a hall in the royal palace, 
Enter Anfiid and Egbert. | 


Anf. let poſſible ? Sych rigid conſtancy of ſoul, 
Unſhaken by diftreſs ! O — virtue, - 
Sure thou art more than a vain empty name! 
Or is it pride that Hſe the tow'iing mind 
Above each narzow ſelſuh view, and ſteels it 
With ſuch amazing fumneſs! Now by Woden 
I almoſt envy him this gloriovs conqueſt, 
This triumph over fate—But tell me, Egbert, 
Die#<hou not note, at mention of wy daughter 
The ſtruggle of his love? Did not ſome pgeiture, 
Some ſign betray in his diforder'd frame 
The ſhock of paſſions combating within? 
Egb. My liege when firt I nam d the charming princeſs, 
A ſudden crimſon glow'd upon his cheek, 
But ſoon a deadly paleneſs chas'd it thence, 
While from his lab'ring boſom buift a ſigh 
ore 
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More eloquent than words! It ſpoke the pangs, 

The inward agonies that rent his breaſt ! 55 

At length, with calm but res lute voice, he cry'd, 

Go, tell the tyrant I haveppeard his offers ! 

«+ Tell him 1 lov'd, oh how ſincerely lov'd 

«« Dearer than life, than empire, Ethelinda ! 

Tell him, that he, who can ſuppreſs a paſſion 

* So pure, ſo fervent, cannot feel a torture 

Fierce as the pangs of diſappointed love, 

Or taſte one joy but in the thoughts of vengeance !” 
Anf. Then let him die! Who flights my proffer'd 

mercy, 

Calls forth my rage to ſweep him to the tomb 

This hour ſhall ſee him bleed Go then, my Egbert, 

Conduct thoſe rebels to the public ſquare ! 

And ſee that treaſon meets its juſt reward 
Yet ſtay—* How? Whence this bold intruſion ſlave! 
Meſſ. O pardon me my liege——pardon the news 
This hapleſs tongue is charg'd wi 

Anf. Daſtard ipeak !_ Wk | 
Quick give thy tidings, then begone with ſpeed 
And ſhake elſewhere ! 

Meſſ. The captives—good my lord 

Anf. What of them, villain ? 

Meſſ. Are eſcap'd and fled—— 

Anf. Conſuſion! How ? 

Meſſ. We know not—but tis thought 
The captain of the guards Albina's brother 
Contriv'd the means: His flight cõfirms ſuſpicion—— 
Confuſion reigns in every ſtreet——The crowd 
Of madding populace exclaims, to arms, 
And haſtes to flock beneath ſedition's banners ! 
In vain your faithful ſubjects wou'd oppoſe them; 
Tumult and rage prevail From ev ry quarter 
Thick torc es gleam ! and with diſcordant ſhouts 
Th audacious rabble eccho back the ſounds 


Of liberty and Edwin ! | 
Anf. Hence—away—— 
Death! Egbert, we're betray'd—Haſte—bid my trcops 
Stand forth to arms—and witha choſen band 
Chaſtiſe thoſe rioters——On pain of death | 

| F 3 Let 
* Enter Meſſenger, 
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Let ev'ry citizen forſake the ſtreets — 


Fly and proclaim my orders! Exit. Egbert. ] 


Sure the pow'rs _ 

Of hell are all conibin'd Aainſt my quiet! 

Accurft ambition ! How have thy itluſions 

Miſled me, as the meteors treach'rous blaze, 

Thro path leſs wilds, to gulphs and ſteeps abrupt 
Deceives the traveller's benighted ſtep 

What noiſe was that? Oh coward guilt that ſtarts 
And trembles at its ſhadow—— Soft—Tis nothing 
The ſtill dead ſilence of the night alarms me, 

And buſy fancy to my trembling eye 

Athwart its gloom ten thouſand horrid forms 

Prefents, and doubles all its horrors! Hold! 

Down! down reflection Ah Alt is in vain—— * 


Tis tumult all within 
Enter a ſecond Meſſenger. 


Another too! 


Out with thy meſſage and the gods confound thee ! 
2d. Meſſ. Dread, fir, your guards this moment here 
_ ſfurpriz'd | 

Falſe Aribert within the palace lurking 

On murderous intent his dagger found 

Conceal'd about him, ſpeaks his horrid hope 

He waits without in chains! 
Anf. Ha! Sayſt thou ſo ? 

was too raſh to curſe thee, ere I heard 

Thy tale deliver'd—Go, drag in the ſlave ! [ Exit. Meſſ. ] 


There is a comfort yet in righteous vengeance ! 


Guards enter with Aribert in chains. 
Approach thou traytor! Thou abhor'd aſſaſſin! 
What! Dar'ſt thou yet ſuſtain the awful glance 


Of injur'd majeſty ? Oh harden'd villain ! 


But I will make thee feel me quick produce 
The rack and inſtruments of torture there 
Now ſla ve 
III triumph o'er thy pride, and make thee own, 
With anguiſh own the juſtice of my fury 
Ari. Away—thy hopes are vain—lInthron'd in con- 


* 
The firm intrepid ſoul Cefies thy pow 'r, 
And ſmiles ſuperior on the body's wreck ! 


Haſte 


t. 
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Haſte then incens d Prepare each murd' ring engine 
With which fell malice and inventive cruelty 
Have arm'd death's gentler hand—and thou ſhalt ſee 
How * how much bel me is thy wrath ! 
A mortal raging *gainſt the pow'r divine 
Of ſacred vis Fel 25 

Anf. Haſte ye tedious ſlaves! 
I laugh by hell to think this virtuous ſage, 
This grave philoſopher will ſoon forget 
His ſtoic lelons and confeſs he feels, 
Confefs his virtue cannot change his nature 
Or * the piercing ſtee Ha! whence thoſe cries, 
"Thoſe deafning ſhouts and ſhrill- reſounding trumpets 
Mix'd with the claſh of ſwords ? | 

Enter Egbert, his ſword drawn. 

Egb. Arm, arm, my Liege ! 
The foe approaches! Thro' the palace gates 
They've forc'd their paſſage ! Edwin heads the rehels 
And ſweeps his way impetuous--Scarce can your troops 
Defend the entrance of the inner court! 
They call for Anfiid, and refuſe to fight, 
Unleſs you lead them on! 

Anf. Tis well—l go 
Once more io conquer and maintain a crown. 
Guard well the pris'ner—Tis my will and pleaſure 
His fate be yet delay'd, till my return 
Reſtores his mnch-lov'd Edwin to his arms, 
To ſhare his chains and echoe back his groans! | 
Come Egbert, let us haſte | [Exeunt.} 

Ari, Unleſs this prefage, 
This joyful impulſe from within deceives me, 
A wonderous revolution foon ſhall mark 
In brighteſt characters Northumbria's annals! 
It will be ſo The genius of our country 
Uprears his awful head, ſpuins off his bonds, 
And treads oppreſſion grov ling in the duſt ! 
He ſmiles upon the fight, inſpires with vigonr 
In every breaſt that combats for Northumbria 
Th' exalted ſenſe of publick good, the love, 
The noble love of fame on virtue founded, 
And death how charming to the patriot's eye ! 


Hark 
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Hark they're engag'd—O what a ſhout was there!“ 
My boſom glows diſtended at the found ! A 
And muſt I languich in theſe ſhameful fetters Y 
Panting in vain to ſhare theff\viih'd-for danger? ] 
Ah crueity of fate! 1 
Enter Edgar and Hermenfred with a party of ſoldiers ; R 
the gaurds fly, Pe 
O wellcome fiiends ! 1 
How fares the King? Yet loſe not time in anſw ting, 
But free me from theſe ignominious bonds ! : 
| Give me a ſword—I thank you—Now let's on [Exeunt.] l 


SCENE a court before the palace. 
Enter Anfrid leading in Egbert wounded. 


Egb. I can no moe Here leave me to expire, 
And fave yourſeif—Fly, ere ſurrounding foes 
Prevent etcape— 

Anf. No Egbert! Since the pow'rs 
Are arm'd againſt my empire, let my death 
Satiate their wrath—1 cannot bear to fly | 
And leave my friends, my gen'rous friends, who till 
With deſp'rate valour face the conqu'ring bands ; 
Retarding their approach Alas, my Egbert 
Death's painted in thy cheek ! Thou dy'ſt! 


Agb. I do—— | 71 
Your hand [Sinks down] The ſtruggles oer — Lights 
trembliag beam | 


Swims in theſe orbs—And night comes faſt upon me— 
Dreadful to think——O Anfrid, where art thou? 
Save me- protect me from theſe horrid fiends 
That preſs upon my ſoul—See, Ofwin's there— 
He drags me to the gulph—Hell gapes upon me— 
O what a fearful fight———- Tis guilt creates 
"Theſe horrors! — Ah, why did my fatal band 
Deſtroy a ſov'reign's Life! 
Anf. Alas was! 
That urg d thy ſword againſt the pious Oſwin! 
For me is Egbert wretched——Can I bear 
This agonizing fight ?—No! Thus I'll join thee 
And ſhare thy future lot—— [Going 1 lab bimelf.1 
. gb. 
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Egb. [Raiſing himſelf,) ] charge thee, hold! 
Add not new anguith—to- the pangs I ſuffer 
Yield not to rath deipair—thou yet may ſt live 
I had forgot—Oh give me brFth kind gods 
To tell him all——Juſt, as I ſought — palace 
Returning from the fight I met Albina, 
And by her was inform'd that Ethelinda 
Is now oh! [Dies.] 
Anf. No more So wculd thy tongue have ſaid 
But fate cut ſhort the tale! And do l loiter 
When ev'ry motive bids me die? Come then, 
Steel, do thy office here! 
As he raiſes the dagger, enter Edwin, Hermenfred, Qc. 
Edwin wreſts it from him. 
Edw. No, tyrant, no 
Thou ſhalt not ſcape me thus Thou art my victim 
And ſtriv'ſt in vain—At length thy crimes are full 
At length the blood that from the hallow'd tomb 
Of martyr'd Oſu in calls aloud for vengeance, 
Shall be appeas'd ! Before that very ſhrine 
Ere the next ſun to the meridian climbs, 
Thou ſhalt be offer'd to a father's manes, 
And cloſe the impious actions of thy life 
That be thy doom But ſay, illuſtrious Edgar, 
Where is the godlike youth, that gave me freedom ? 
Say, is he ſafe? Conqueſt is nothing elſe, 
And ev'n revenge is taſteleſs to my ſoul ! 
Edg. This moment, as I join'd thy conqu'ring arms, 
With Aribert I left him in yon court, 
From further (laughter ſtriving to reſtraia | 
Our angry ſoldiers and to ſhield the vanquiih'd! 
But ſee—He comes ! [Enter the ranger. 
Edw, O welcome to my arms 
My kind deliverer! In Edwin now 3 
Behold a king who boaſts himſelf your friend 
And waits with tranſport to reward your Merit! 
By heav'ns, the very thought makes enipire ſweet ! 
Strau. Then here embolden'd by ſuch gen'rous 
goodneſs, 
I claim your ſacred promiſe and 
Edw. Enough! 
Thy claim is juſt and ſhall not be defrauded ! 


Look 
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Look round on all the pomp, the wealth, the pow'r 
That our Northumbria's ſpacious realm includes, 
All that thy wiſh — can require 
Or a king's boundleſs grfitude can give, 
Aſk what thou wilt, tis granted! 
Stran. Let my tears 
_ Witneſs how much I thank you for your bounty! 
Yet know this humble heart, devoid of pride 
Forms only one, one unambitious with, 
A captive's forfeit life—— 
There ſtands the object of the boon I crave? 
Thou can'ſt not ſure deny him to my prayers 
And mercy's voice that gently ſues with mine! 
Edw. How Anfrtid? Is it then for Anfrid's Life 
My friend wou'd plead ? Anfrid, my mortal foe ? 
Recall the vain requeſt, for know fond youth, 
Spight of my love 1 muſt deny thee this! 
Stran. What break thy promiſe? Anſwers Edwin 
Can'ſt thou— thus? 
Edw. It grieves me to repeat it—Thov'rt denied | 
He dies— 
Stran, Is it then ſo? O ſacred truth ] 
Where ſhall we trace thy honour'd reſidence, 
Or who ſhall raiſe thee altars in his breaſ}! ( 
If Edwin thus contemns thee? If a king 
Forgets his duty! Does not holy truth ; 
Sit awful on the hallow'd lip of kings, | 
| 
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And honour on her deathleſs page enroll 
Each ſolemn, firm, inviolable word ? 
Edw. Think not illuſtrious youth I baſely light 
And trample on the ties of regal honour ! 
No, witneſs heaven! Ev'n at this very moment 
How fierce a war rages within my breaſt 
Of adverſe ſentiments, while lingering doubt 
Holds reſolution captive! Teach me ye pow'rs 
To keep my faith and yet perſerve my virtue 
Stran. Oh then, while yet ſuſpended in reſolve, 
Hear mild compaſſion's plea ! Think what renown 
How juſtly due waits on the wonderous man, 


Whoſe godlike temper ever-prone to mercy 
* Painting to Anfrid. 
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Tow'rs greatly eminent above ievenge ! 
Think too : 
Edw, That he, who hears unmov'd 
The voice of nature and religiog plead, 
Who deaf to the loud call of riMteous blood 
Protects the impious mu d' rer of his parent, 
Horrid to think ! By this i- l- judgirg clemency 
Becomes a paracide ! inſults thoſe aſhes 
That ev'n a ſtranger muſt with. & revere, 
But a fond fon ſhould worſhip as divine! 
Enter Aribert. 
Ari. All-hail my king! The ſun's firſt orient beam 
That newly bluſhes in the golden eaft, 
Riſes illuſtrious on Northumbria's freedom, 
And ſeems to guild this iſle with double luſtre! 
Thus let me pay my homage ! [ Kneels.] 
Edw. Riſe Aribert! 
Thou faithful friend, and fave me from deſtruction! 
Oh ſhield me from his earneſt fond entreaties, 
From my own promiſe giv'n! or teach me thou 
That tis no crime to pardon Anfrid's guilt ! 
Stran, Alas can mercy, attribute of heav'n, 
Be deem'd a crime? 
Ari. Juſt Gods! can Edwin pauſe 
One moment in ſuſpenſe ? What, tho' your word, 
Your cath were given! Are any oaths of force 
To bind you down to parricide? My prince, 
Behold me kneel! Recall my tender labours, 
My fond inſt: uction of thy helpleſs years, 
My ſervices as yet unpaid ! For theſe 
I aſk but one retu:n! Preſerve your duty, 
Your filial love inviolate ! Remember 
How much you owe the memory of your father! 
He died, my pi ince, to fave you! His aſt prayers 
Were made for you, and if amidſt his woes 
One tear eſcap'd, it fell at thought of you 
An orphan left! Oh then revenge his pangs, 
Appeaſe his ſhade, and by one act of juſtice 
At eſt the noble blood from whence you're ſprung ! 
Edw, Enough He dies this moment ! 
Stran, Hold——oh hold 


Hear 
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Hear me yet more lf you have mercy, hear me 
Yet ftay— ' | ; 
Edw. Then ſpeak! bur be affur d, this heart 
Is ſtecl'd againſt all arguggents of pity ! | 
Stren, Lend me your eloquence, ref light, >, 


And thou kind mercy from thy throne of light, 
Shed on theſe lips the gently-talling dew | 
Ot ſoft perſuation! Teach, oh teach my voice 
Jo bend his ſtubborn ſfoul——Behold me Edwin! 
Thus humbly on my knees I bend for mercy ! 
Remember that theſe prayers, theſe tears of mine 
Are regitter'd in heav n] Remember it beholds 
And pauſe a while If &er one ray benign 
Of piiy dawn'd within your yielding breaſt, 
If e er you trembled for the lov'd repoſe 
Of what you hold moſt dear, review your ſentence 
And think, ab think this Anfrid has a daughter! 
Judge of her breast by thine! what piercing woe, 
What exquiſite d iſtreſs muſt ſoon be her's, 
Doom'd to lament a wretched parent ſlain 
E'ven by the man ſhe lov'd! 

Edw. Diſt . acting ſtate ! | 

Oh! thou haſt wak d a thought unmans me quite, 
And thaws me into ſoftneſs ! Yes! his daughter—— _ 
Her pangs——There pity bleeds indeed——Oh Gods 
I'm on the brink of ruin! What ſhall I do! 

Ari. Do that which done crowns you with endleſs glory 
That which becomes the heroe and the ſon! | 

There greatly ſaci ifice to filial duty, [ Pointing toAnfrid.] 
And be immortal ! 

Stran. Oh inhuman man 
Shou'd Jove thus hca1 thy prayers—but heed him not, 
O g:acious prince—Conſult your gen'rous heart 
And pardon 
Edu. No! It is vain you plead 

A faiher's blood cries loudly for revenge, 
And nature's elcquence with tacit plea 
Baffles thy fond entreaiies ! Die then tyrant, 
Tis Ofwin, Oſwin nerves my filia! arm, 
Aud guides this fatal ſword * 


Stran. 


» As he goes to Pab Anſiid the Stranger rufbes between 
and recerves the ſword in his breaſt, 
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Stran. Here——Sheath it here 
Edw. O fatal raſhneſs! 
IIl-fated Edwin! Fly, oh fly, my friends, 
Quick, bring ſome aid Wh faves his valued life 
My kingdom ſhall reward hi! 

Stran. Ye ſtrive in vain ! 
I die a wietch unworthy of your care! 
Tis to my heart! I feel death's icy pow'r 
Creep thro? each vein, and bleſs, expiring bleſs 


The hand that ſeals loſt Ethelinda's peace ! 
Omnes, Ethelinda ! | 


Ethelin, With bluſhes I confeſs it ! 
And but for motives which ye ſoon ſhall know, 
This ſecret, buried with my hapleſs frame 
Had ſlept for ever in my tomb] But oh 
My father's life If ought within your breaſt 
Of pity riſes for a wretch like me, 
If love, that love, which ſpight of female ſhame 
In this unſeemly dreſs array'd a virgin, 
Claims, Edwin, ought from thee, hear now the laſt 
Requeſt that Ethelinda e'er ſhall make 
Pardon my wretched father, ſpare his age, 
And leave his crimes to anguiſh and remorſe ! 
Oh ſpeak—My ſoul but tarries for the word — 
E 2 What can I ſay, O thou much-injur'd Innocence! 
If ſealing of his pardon calms thy foul, 
(Hear it not ſhade of my dear-honour'd parent!) 
1 leave thy father to avenging heav'n ! 
Ethelin. Then peace dawns gently on my parting ſoul! 
Soft—Lay me down ! 
Edw, O grant me patience, Gods, 
To curb the anguiſh Helling in this breaſt ! 
Let me be calm, nor with wild frantic woe 
Diſturb her lateſt moments! 
Ethelin, Yet a word, 
Ere Fate for ever ſilences this tongue 
I ſee the warring paſſions of thy ſoul 
Lab'ting for utt'rance, and thy pallid Cheek 
Betray deſpair ! If thou lov'ſt Ethelinda, | 
Live to preſerve her mem'ry ! Live I charge thee! 
Live for a nation's good—If chance a tear 
Drops at the mention of our former loves, 
G Indulge 
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Indulge the penſive thought! and give one moment 

To the remembrance of thy Ethelinda ! 

Oh may it ever ſoften, not afflict 

Thy gen'rous heart, and may th' indulgent Gods 

Shed bleſſings large as EHelinda's love | 

Upon her Edwin—May—ſome worthier maid 
ith kinder fate—ſucceed—to all his fondneſs---- 

And---make him----oh [Dies] 

Ed. She's gone! ſhe's gone for ever! | 

And with her all my peace ! There tyrant view, 

View the ſad triumphs that ambition yields ! 

Behold thy daughter! Thy, thy fatal crimes 

Have blaſted that fair flow'r ! have robb'd the world, 
And render'd Edwin partner of thy guilt ! 

O Ethelinda ! [Throwing bim/elf down beſide the body. 

Anf. All-righteous Gods! I own your awful ſen- 

tence | 
O my dear child! Sad victim of my crimes ! 
How dearly have I bought a loathed ſceptre? 
I cannot bear the ſight----If ye have mercy, 
Lead me to inſtant death Tis all I aſk! 
Edw. [Rifing] Who talks of death? Sure tis a friend- 
ly voice, | 
And wafts celeſtial muſic to my ear! 
Tis heav'n that calls, and I obey the ſummons ! 
This ſword ſhall give me reſt ! 
Arib. Forbid it virtue ! 
It muſt not be--Aſliſt me all my friends 
To wreſt the weapon from his deſp'rate hand, 
And ſave him from himſelf! 

Edw. Off villains, off: 
Are ye all arm'd agaiaſt your ſov reign's peace? 
Where is allegiance then ? All, all conſpir'd 
To bind me to the rack of ceaſeleſs anguiſh, 

And turn exiſtence to continued woe ! 
My Aribert too ? Then I'm a wretch indeed, 
If he, my friend, my father, more than father, 
© he with cruel friendſhip thus denies me 
The laſt ſad refuge fiom deſpairing woe! 
Inhuman ! Is it thus you love your prince 2? 
Ari. Unmerited reproach! Behold theſe hairs, 


Which age apd care, care of thy !2v'd repoſe 
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Have ſylver'd in thy ſervice ! View theſe eyes! 
They ſtream for thee, my Edwin! Witneſs heav'n, 
As Nea wou d this hand to give thee peace, 
Sluice theſe old veins and dr their crimſon tide ! 
Alas he heeds me not ! 

Edw. What groan was that ? 

Ari. My deareſt prince, tis your diſtemper'd fancy 
That mocks your ear | 

Edw. [Raving] Again, and deeper too ! 
Ha! what do I fee ? what ſucden ray of light 


Gleams o'er yon cloud and ſkirt its glowing fleece 


With purple radiance ! What fair-{miling ſeraph 
Waves her bright plume, and ſeems t' invite me hence? 
Tis ſhe ! Oh tranſport ! Tis my love! Hark! Liſten! 
What ſweetly-breathing ſounds, what ſolemn airs 
Float on the wind! Tis heav'n's own minſtrelſey, the 
lyres 
That kindle love and rapture! Hark! 
Ari. Alas | 
His brain's diſturb'd ! Look down with pity, Jove! 
Edw. [ Raving.] See, ſee, ſhe ſmiles again! She bec- 
kons to me, 
And chides my fond delay O ſtay, bright angel, 
My ſoul's already wing'd to take her flight, 
And burſting from its earthly priſon's bounds, 
Pants to rejoin thee ! Whence that ſullen gloom 
That ſpreads between us! What portentous form 
Burſts furious from the boſom of the night, 
And ſhakes the bloody ſteel---Tis he, tis Ceolph ! 
The monſter dares my rage ! Accurſed ſlave ! 
This for my own, this for my country's wrongs ! 


He reels----he falls triumph! Hold, oh horror---- 


Tis Ethelinda----See----She bleeds again 
Diſtraction— ah ſhe dies---She dies by me 

Ari. He faints--- Exhauſted nature 
Beneath the tide of wild tumultuous paſſions 
Sinks overwhelm'd---Reftore him to himſelf 
All-gracious providence, with pow'rful hand 
To calm returning reaſon wake thoſe eyes, 
Or in your mercy ſeal them now for ever! 
He breathes---That ſigh declares it—See once more 
His languid orbs unclos'd reſume the day ! 

G 2 How 
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70 ETHELIN DA: Or, 
How fares it with my prince ? 

Edw. Ha! where am 
Aribert! Edgar! O my | friends 
Am I then curſt with life! 

Ari. My deareſt liege, 

Reject the gloomy counſels of deſpair, 
And be yourſelf again! Think that a throne 
Demands thy care, and that a nation waits 
To hail with glad acclaim thy righteous ſway ! 
From thence expects a radiant train of years 
To beam illuftrious o'er this happy land 

Rich in the mingled ſweets of peace and freedom 
Wake then, my king, to this delightful taſk, 

This glorious toil worthy a patriot's care 

To peace and joy ! 

Edw. Joy ſaidſt thou? Oh to me 
Joy never more ſhall dawn, hope never lend 
One ray to chear Deſpair's eternal gloom ! 

Tis darkneſs all in this benighted breaſt, 
Remorſe and grief! Neer ſhall a ſceptre load 
"Theſe unavailing hands From empire's pride, 
This world, and men's abhorr'd ſociety | 
To melancholly's ſhade for ever exil'd ! 

Ari, And canſt thou cruel thus deſert thy country, 
When moſt ſhe claims thy aid? Doom her perhaps 
To all the horrors of a civil war; 

To bleed again unpitied, and become 
A tyrant's prey ? | 

Edi. That I have lov'd my country 
Witneſs the pangs that rend a lover's breaſt! 
Witneſs that bleeding victim of my hand! 

Ev'n yet my country's peace demands my care, 
And ſhall employ my lateſt thought Then hear, 
Hear Aribert, thy maſter's laſt commands! 
Aſcend my throne and rule a willing people 
Reply not—But obey——Virtues like thine 
Will ſhed new luſtre on Northumbria's crown, 
Which ill wou'd fit on ſorrow's pallid brow ! 
Farewell ge bleft—Let none purſue my ſteps ! 
Adieu for ever, thou deteſted light ! ; 
Deſpair and Horror, Anguiſh and Remorſe, 

With the dread curtains of eternal Night 8 
} ole 
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Cloſe me for ever round Hence let me fly 
To thickeſt wilds of pathleſs ſolitudes, 
And ſunleſs caverns gloomy & my woe! 
There let me melt in ceaſeleſs floods of ſorrow ! 
And count the tedious hours by ſighs and groans, 
Till haply life worn with conſuming woe 
Sinks all at once, and theſe pale dying lips 
In falt'ring, accents murmur Ethelinda ! 
Heave with that much-lov'd name Then cloſe for 
ever! : [Exit ] 
Ari. O fatal day, that ſeats an odious crown 
On this unhappy brow! Deteſted gift, 
That robs a nation of the beſt of Princes! 
Down ſwelling thought! O thou lamented Fair, 
Full heavily has Jove's offended juſtice 
Thus viſited in thee a father's crimes, | 
Crimes which outweigh'd in the eternal ſcale 
Thy virtue and her ſoft attendant train 
Of numberleſs perfections Vet ſince grief 
Avails not, let us pay the laſt ſad proofs 
Of true eſteem ! And let each fun ral rite, 
Each honour that can glad thy gentle ſhade, 
Wait on thoſe facred aſhes——As for thee, 
Thou fell deſtroyer of that virgin innocence—— 
Anf. Death! Tis my only wiſh! 
Ari. No! Thou ſhalt live! 
The dying prayer of thy unhappy Daughter | 
Obtain'd that favour ! Live then but live unbleſt ! 
Let fell remorſe and ever-during woe 
Sit heavy on thy mind, let pale repentance 
Viſit alone the horrors of thy priſon ! 
There groan in darkneſs and perpetual chains! 
Guards take him hence 
Anf. O moſt ſevere decree ! 
Inhuman mercy! Will no pitying hand 
Vouchſafe to give me death? Break heart and end 
A father's woe——a childleſs father's pangs! [Exil 
Ari. [Looking after him] guarded) 
Unhappy wretch ! Stern juſtice has its due 
At length, and falls tremendous on thy head ! 
But oh my friends why do I weep the fall 
Of innocence and virtue? Haſt thou Heav'n 


Reſerv'd 
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_ ETHELINDA: On, 


Reſerv'd me to this ſight ! Are theſe the joys 


I fondly promis'd my declini 


years? 
Are theſe rewards tor goo af ? Hold raſh Aribert? 
What haſt thou faid ! Whom cenſur'd! O thou Pow'r 
All-wiſe and All-benevolent! To thee | 
Humbly I bow! O teach my ſtubborn heart 


To bend obedient to thy will ſupreme, 


And bleſs the goodneſs that inflits the wound! 


Behold Ambition here thy dreadful fate, 
And tremble Tyrants midſt your purple ſtate ! 
Behold how guilt ſtill leads to gloomy woe, 
And midſt your triumphs future mournings grow! 
Nor yet on you alone the bolt deſcends, 

But glances of! vpon your guiltleſs friend's ; 
On them oft Heav'n repays another's deed, 
And for the Parent's crimes—the Children bleed! 


